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“Snow WHITE AND THE SEVEN DwarFs” was 
first produced by Winthrop Ames at The Little 
Theatre, New York, October 31, 1921, with the 
following Cast: 


Princess SNow W8HITE ........ Marguerite Clark 
QUEEN BRANGOMAR .....ee00-005 Elaine Inescort 
RosALys Madeline Fairbanks 
AMELOTTE Harriett Ingalls 
ERMENGARDE Maids of Jeannette Dix 
GUINIVERE Honor to Dorothy Preyer 
CHRISTABEL Snow Marion Fairbanks 
ASTOLAINE Wlute Madeline Chieffo 
UrRsuLa Alison Coe 
LYNETTE Phyllis Anderson 


Str Danpiprat Bomsas, the Court Chamberlain 
Frank McCormack 


BERTHOLD, the Chief Huntsman...... Arthur Barry 
Prince FLor1iMONnD OF CaLypon...Donald Gallaher 
VALENTINE Pages to Peter Miller 
VIVIAN the Prince Royal Herring 
BLICcK Edward See 
FLICK Harry Burnham 
GLIcK The Marie Cullen 
SNICK Seven Emmct Hampton 
PLIcK Dwarfs Charles Everett 
WHICcK John Davis 
QUEE Dorothy Farrier 
WitcH HEX .....-eeeee. weceeeee-- Ada Boshell 
Lone TAIL . ; William Grey 
Snort TAIL et ens Patrick Driscoll 
Lack TAIL oa Arthur Simpson 


DuxKeEs, DucHESsEes and FLUNKIES 


II. 
III. 
IV. 
cry The House of the Seven Dwarfs. 


THE SCENES OF THE PLAY 


The Throne Room in Queen Brangomar’s 
Palace. 

In the Forest. 

The House of the Seven Dwarfs. 

Where the Witch Lives. 


The Throne Room. 
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‘THE THRONE Room IN QUEEN BRANGOMAR’S 


PALACE 


The Throne Room is a fine apartment, hung with 


blue damask embroidered with silver peacocks, 
Lirds of which QUEEN BRANGOMAR ts very fond. 
At the back wide steps lead to a terrace of white 
marble. Beyond shines the sea. On one side 
stands the great Throne, inlaid with colored 
mosaics. Opposite is an entrance to the other 
rooms of the Palace. 


When the play begins the Seven Matds of Honor arc 


playing a game with colored balls. They ar: 
little girls about twelve years old; and their 
names are ROSALYS, AMELOTTE, ERMENGARDE, 
GUuUINIVERE, CHRISTABEL, UrRSULA and LYNETTE. 
As they play they sing: 


GAME OF BALL 


High and low, 
High and low, 
Round about and ’cross they go. 
Blue and green, 
Gold and white, 
Toss them true and hold them tight. 
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Miss a ball, 
Let it fall, 
Make the least mistake at all— 
One, two, three, 
Out goes she! 
One, two, three, and out goes she! 


(Just here RosaLys does miss, and the others rush 
to “tag’ her, crying, “Rosalys is out! Rosalys 
is out!’’) 


CHRISTABEL. Play again? 
GuINIvVERE. I will. 


(But just as they are about to begin again, Sir 
DanpipraT Bomsas, the Court Chamberlain, 
appears on the terrace. He ts a fat, puffy little 
man uith an enormous wig, and a great sense 
of his own importance.) 


Str DanprpraT. Ah, young ladies ... What! 
playing in the Throne Room? Tut, tut! Tut, tut! 

Tue Mains oF Honor. Oh, please don’t tell. . . . 
Don’t tell the Queen... . We didn’t break any- 
thing. 

Sir DanprpratT. No, on the whole, I won’t tell 
her Majesty. She might blame me. As I was going 
to say, I have an important announcement to make. 
Since Lady Cecily was sent home with the mumps 
your usual number, eight, has been reduced to seven. 
Am I right? One from eight leaves seven, I think. 
(He tries to do the sum on his fingers.) 

Rosatys. Yes, it is seven. 

Sir DanprpraT. I am right. The Queen wishes 
your number kept complete, so I have brought an- 
other young lady to take the vacant place. (He 
leads on little Lapy AsTOLAINE and presents her.) 
The Lady Astolaine. These are the Maids of Honor 
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to the Princess Snow White. (Lapy ASTOLAINE 
curtsies to the Maids of Honor and they to her. Str 
DANDIPRAT goes on) You must teach Lady Asto- 
laine all she ought to know. How to dance your 
minuet, for instance. (And the little man dances a 
few steps, puffing out the tune meantime) “Tum, 
tum, tum, ti; dum, tum, tum, ti!’ And how to make 
a proper curtsey—so—— (And he tries to make 
one.) And how to retire backwards gracefully— 
so! (But as he retires backwards he stumbles 
against the terrace steps and falls flat. He ts so em- 
barrassed by this mishap that he scrambles out of the 
room as fast as he can, puffing:) Gracefully, young 
ladies! Gracefully! (till he ts out of sight.) 

AsTOLAINE. (Laughing) Who’s that old thing? 

Rosatys. (Mimicking Str DANDIPRAT’S voice 
and strut) That’s Sir Dandiprat Bombas, Court 
Chamberlain to the Queen. 

CHRISTABEL. He gives us our “instructions.” 

ERMENGARDE. But we don’t mind him. 

ASTOLAINE. Do you have good times here? 

Rosatys. Splendid. Except—(Confidentially)— 
when the Queen is especially cross. 

CurISTABEL, And then, oh, my, we have to be 
careful! 

AsToLaINnE. I don’t think I shall like the Queen! 

Mains oF Honor. (Hastily) Ssh! 

ASTOLAINE. Why, ssh? 

Rosatys. (Whispering) Never say anything un- 
complimentary about the Queen! 

Marps oF Honor. (Loudly, intending to be over- 
heard) We all adore the Queen! (But they shake 
their heads, and make little faces to show ASTOLAINE 
that they don’t mean it.) 

AsTovaIne. (Whispering) I shall hate the 
Queen ! ; 

Mains or Honor. (Also whispering) We all do! 

ASTOLAINE. But I’m to be Maid of Honor to the 
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Princess Snow White, so I’ll take my orders from 
her. 

Rosarys. Oh, Snow White never gives orders. 

ASTOLAINE. I shall like her. When shall I see 
her ? 

CHRISTABEL. Sometimes every day, and then 
again not for ever so long. It just depends on the 
Queen’s temper. 

ERMENGARDE. And how much Snow White has 
to do. 

ASTOLAINE. I thought a Princess never had any- 
thing to do. 

CHRISTABEL. (Confidentially) Well, you see, 
Snow White isn’t exactly a regular Princess. 

Rosatys. Oh, Christabel! Of course she’s a 
regular Princess, but... 

ASTOLAINE. But what? (Wonderingly) You 
don’t hate Snow White, too? 

Mains oF Honor. (In indignant chorus) Hate 
Snow White! ... The idea! ... She’s the dear- 
est—loveliest—kindest . . . We just adore her! 

Rosatys. (To the others) Oh, do you think we 
could get Snow White to come and see Astolaine 
now while we're all alone? 

CuristaBEL. Oh, let’s try! (And they all hop 
up and down and clap their hands at the idea.) 

Rosatys. Where is she? 

CHRISTABEL. Kitchen, I think. She said she had 
to bake some bread, and 

Rosatys. Bread isn’t important. Anyway, it 
can’t do any harm to ask her. 

AmMELoTTE. I'll go! I'll go! (And off she darts 
to the kitchen.) 

ASTOLAINE. (Wonderingly) But what is the 
Princess doing in the kitchen? 

Rosatys. Of course you don’t understand about 
Snow White yet. It’s a court secret. (To the 
others) But I think we ought to tell her right away, 
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don’t you ?—before she sees Snow White, or she 
might think... (They evidently agree, for they 
all rush at ASTOLAINE and begin to speak at once.) 


Maips oF Honor. I'll tell her! ... No, let me. 
I know! ... Snow White was born... This 
Queen isn’t her real mother... . It’s like a fairy- 
tale! 


ASTOLAINE. (Stopping her ears) I can’t possibly 
_ understand if you all talk at once. I choose—(She 
hesitates, and then points to RosaLys)—her to tell. 

Rosatys. Gracious, I was so afraid it wouldn’t 
be me! I tell it so much the best. Come over here 
where we can talk quietly. (She runs to the throne 
and climbs into the big seat, while the others cuddle 
close beside her.) Now, nobody must interrupt, ex- 
cept by ’spress permission. Button mouths! First, 
Queen Brangomar isn’t Snow White’s real mother. 

ASTOLAINE. Oh, I know that! 

CuHRISTABEL. But my father says that her real 
father and mother were the best King and Queen— 

Rosatys. (Glaring at CHRISTABEL) What about 
interrupting ? 

CuristaBEL. I forgot. ’Scuse me! (And she 
“buttons” her mouth again.) 

Rosatys. (Continuing) One day in winter, be- 
fore Snow White was born, her real mother was 
sitting by the window, embroidering at an ebony 
frame. And she pricked her finger, so she opened 
the window and shook the drop of blood on the snow 
outside. And it looked so beautiful that she said, 
“Oh, how I wish I had a little daughter with hair as 
black as ebony, skin as white as snow, and lips as red 
as blood!” She’d never had a baby before; but a 
little while after that a baby daughter was born 
with... 

Mars or Honor. (Chanting impressively) Hair 
as black as ebony, skin as white as snow, and lips as 


red as blood. 
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ASTOLAINE. So that’s why they named her Snow 
White. 

Rosatys. But then Snow White’s mother died, 
and I suppose the King thought there ought to be 
somebody to mind the baby, for he married Queen 
Brangomar, and she’s Queen now. 

ASTOLAINE. Oh, I see! 

Rosatys. As long as the King lived, Queen 
Brangomar was as sweet as sugar to Snow White. 

CHRISTABEL. (Interrupting in a whisper) I am 
glad she was ever nice to somebody. 

Rosatys. But after he died, then—— (She 
pauses impressively.) 

ASTOLAINE. Then what? 

Rosatys. Then—she grew awfully jealous of 
Snow White. 

ASTOLAINE. Not really? 

ERMENGARDE. Of course everybody loved the 
Princess best. 

CHRISTABEL. And Brangomar really is the hor- 
ridest woman! 

Rosatys. Ssh! First, she pretended that Snow 
White might grow up vain, so she took away all her 
princessy clothes and made her wear old, rag-bag- 
gety things. 

CHRISTABEL. Then she pretended that she might 
grow up lazy, so she made her sweep and dust the 
Palace. 

Rosatys. And now Snow White is really almost 
like a kitchen-maid, and sleeps in the little closet un- 
der the stairs where we keep the umbrellas and over- 
shoes. 

ASTOLAINE. (Springing up) I think it’s outra- 
geous! Why does Princess Snow White endure it? 
I wouldn’t! 

Mains oF Honor. (Apprehensively) Oh, ssh! 

ASTOLAINE. Why “ssh”? I never heard anything 
so “sshy” as this palace. 
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Rosatys. (Whispering) But what can she do? 
The Queen... 

ASTOLAINE. Oh, I don’t want to hear any more 
about that hateful Queen. 

Rosatys. But you must. It isn’t safe that you 
shouldn't. We'll have to tell her. (Turning to 
CHRISTABEL) Yow tell. 

CurIsTABEL. No, you. It makes me feel all 
creepy. 

Rosatys. (To ERMENGARDE) Well, you! 

ERMENGARDE. No! You told us not to inter- 
rupt. 

osaLys. Oh, dear! (She goes on in a hushed 
whisper) The reason it’s not safe to do or say any- 
thing against the Queen is—that she might magic 
you. 

ASTOLAINE. What do you mean? 

Rosatys. Enchant you, bewitch you—do some 
terrible magic thing to you! 

AsToLcaIneE. You don’t mean that she’s a— 
Witch! (The others nod silently, and snuggle closer 
together.) 

RosaLys. If she isn’t a Witch herself, she is 
friends with one. You see, she must really be very 
old. 

CHRISTABEL. She’s thirty if she’s a minute! 

Rosatys. And she’s still the most beautiful 
woman in the Seven Kingdoms. 

CHRISTABEL. And once a chamber-maid found a 
broomstick, the kind that witches ride on, under her 
bed. 

Rosatys. So you see, if you did anything against 
her, she might magic you, and turn you into a toad. 

ERMENGARDE. Or a caterpillar. 

CHRISTABEL. Or something worse. 

ASTOLAINE. There isn’t anything worse than a 
caterpillar! Oh, I want to go home! I am afraid! 
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(And she bursts into tears. The others gather about 
her to comfort her.) 

Mains oF Honor. Please, Astolaine, there’s noth- 
ing really to be afraid of. ... It’s all right, hon- 
estly. . . . The Queen hardly ever notices us! ... 
And we all want you to stay, for we like you ever so 
much. 

Rosatys. (In despair) Oh, if Snow White would 
only come now! Then she wouldn’t want to go 
home. 


(Just at this moment AMELOTTE reappears in the 
doorway.) 


AMELOTTE. Princess Snow White says she'll 
come if nobody’s here. 

GuINIVERE. There isn’t anybody. 

AMELOTTE. She'll come! She'll come! She’s 
right here! (And she darts out of sight again.) 

Rosatys. Oh, she’s coming! Snow White’s 
coming! Now you'll see! 


(In joyous excitement, the Mains or Honor join 
hands and dance a “ring-around,’ and then 
wind up into a little squirming knot, hugging 
each other and dancing up and down.) 


AMELOTTE. (Re-entering, announces) The Prin- 
cess Snow White! 


(Instantly the Mains oF Honor separate, and kneel 
to receive their little Princess. SNow WHITE 
appears in the doorway. She is dressed in a 
frock of ragged black, and she has on neither 
shoes nor stockings.) 


Snow Waite. Is this my new playmate, Lady 
Astolaine? I hope you'll like me, 
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ASTOLAINE. (Kissing the hand which SNow 
Wulite holds out to her) I love you already, dear 
Princess. (Like a flight of birds, the Maips oF 
Honor run to surround SNow WHITE.) 

Mains oF Honor. We all love you, dear Prin- 
cess. 

Snow Wuite. (Laughing down at them) Did 
you want anything particular? I’ve left hundreds 
of buns in my oven. 

Rosatys. Can’t you stay just a moment and teach 
Astolaine our minuet? Sir Dandiprat said she must 
learn it, and you do it so much the best. 

Snow Wuite. Do you think I have time? 

Maps oF Honor. Oh, yes, yes! 

Rosatys. (Running onto the terrace) I'll watch 
and tell you if anybody’s coming. 

Snow Waite. (To AsTOLAINE) Well, Asto- 
laine, you’d better be my partner. It’s very simple. 
Are you ready? Now! 


(The Mas or Honor take positions for the Dance; 
and, as SNow WHITE teaches ASTOLAINE the 
steps, they sing:) 


Maips oF Honor DANCE 


Snow WHITE. 
Turn to me and curtsey low. 
Tue Maips. 
One, two, three, 
One, two, three. 
Snow WHITE. 
Turn away and point your toe. 
Tue Maips. 
One and two and three. 
Snow WHITE. 
Turn again, and hand in hand, 
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THE Marps. 
Hand in hand, 
Hand in hand, 
Snow WHITE. 
Turn your partner where you stand. 
THE Mans. 
One and two and three, 
One and two... 


(But here Rosatys comes running in from the ter- 
race.) 


Rosatys. Look out! Old Dandiprat’s coming! 

Snow Wuite. Oh, dear, I must run . 

Rosatys. (Catching her) No, don’t! He won't 
stay a minute. Hide behind the throne till he’s gone. 

Maips oF Honor. Yes, yes! Quick! Get be- 
hind the throne! 


(SNow WHITE runs behind the throne, and the 
Mains oF Honor spread themselves out before 
it so that she ts quite hidden. But they are not 
a moment too soon, for Sir DANDIPRAT waddles 
in, followed by two FLUNKIES in gorgeous liv- 
eries.) 


Sir DanpipraT. Ah, young ladies! I am fortu- 
nate to have found you all together. I have a most 
important announcement to make. I composed it 
myself. (He unrolls an imposing parchment and 
reads:) “Whereas, his Highness, Prince Florimond, 
heir to the Kingdom of Calydon, will call upon the 
Queen this afternoon to deliver a letter from his 
royal father, I have arranged the following recep- 
tion. At four-fifteen this Proclamation will be read.” 
(He consults his watch.) Dear me! Five minutes 
late already! I shall have to alter it. (And with a 
sigh he makes the correction with a gold pencil.) 
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“At four-twenty precisely this Proclamation will be 
read. At four-thirty Prince Florimond will arrive, 
and be shown at once to the throne-room by—ahem 
—myself. The Maids of Honor will dance to amuse 
his Highness until the Queen is announced, when 
they will immediately retire. By order of me, Sir 
Dandiprat Bombas, Court Chamberlain. 
“Signed, Yours very truly, 
“Sir Dandiprat Bombas. 

“P.S. Her Majesty the Queen regrets that, ow- 
ing to her duties in the kitchen, Princess Snow 
White will be unable to attend.” You understand, 
young ladies? 

Rosatys. Perfectly, Sir Dandiprat. 

Sir DaNpipRAT. You have eight minutes and 
thirty-one seconds to prepare. (And he trips busily 
away again, followed by the FLUNKIES.) 

ASTOLAINE. Gracious! I can’t possibly learn 
that dance in eight minutes and thirty-one seconds! 

CurisTABEL. And we must dance in pairs! 

ERMENGARDE. What shall we do? 

Rosatys. (Calling to Snow Wuite, who is still 
hidden behind the throne) Princess Snow White, 
what shall we do? (There is no answer.) 

AsToLaAINnE. It’s all right, Princess. Sir Dandi- 


prat has gone. 


(Still there is no answer; and puzzled, the litle 
Maups call, one after another.) 


Rosatys. Princess Snow White! 
CHRISTABEL. Princess Snow White! 
GuINIVERE. Princess Snow White! 


(Still no answer. RosaLys runs behind the throne.) 


Rosatys. Oh, she’s crying! Oh, dear Princess! 
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(They all run to SNow WuiteE, and find her heding 
her face and sobbing silently.) 


Maips oF Honor. (Surrounding and embracing 
her) Oh, what’s the matter? ... Please don’t 
cry! If you cry, we shall cry, too! ’ 

Snow Wuite. I didn’t mean to cry. A Princess 
should never cry. (She smiles resolutely.) There! 
But I did so want to see Prince Florimond again. 
He sends me a valentine every year; and long ago, 
when his father came to visit mine, we were wheeled 
about in the same baby-carriage. He must be grown 
up now. 

AsToLaINnE, I think it’s an outrageous shame! 

Snow Wuitt. But you heard. (Quoting) “P. 
S. Her Majesty regrets that the Princess will be 
unable to attend.” 

ASTOLAINE. If I were a Princess, I’d do what I 
chose ; and if the old Queen didn’t like it ’'d... 

Maips oF Honor. (Apprehensively) Astolaine! 
Hush! 

ASTOLAINE. I’m tired of hushing. 

Snow Wuite. She’s right. I am a King’s 
daughter after all; and if I am always meek and do 
just what I’m told, I'll stay in that hateful kitchen 
all my life. Oh, wouldn’t I like to march right in 
before everybody, and say, “Prince Florimond, I’m 
your cousin, Snow White. I apologize for my frock, 
but it’s all I have; and you can’t kiss my hand be- 
cause it’s covered with flour. But I did want to see 
you again after riding with you in a baby-carriage 
when you were two and I was a half—and I have! 
Good-bye!” And then I’d march back to my 
kitchen. 

Mains oF Honor. Oh, please, please don’t, dear 
Princess ! 

Rosatys. The Queen would be so angry . 

ASTOLAINE. (Struck with an idea) Wait! The 
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Queen won’t be here when we dance for the Prince? 

Rosatys. No. Why? 

ASTOLAINE. Then why can’t the Princess dance 
in my place? She could pull my veil over her face, 
and I’d say afterward that I had—oh, freckles, or 
something spotty. 

CHRISTABEL. (In delight) Oh, Astolaine! (She 
runs to hug her for the suggestion.) 

Snow Wuite. Oh, dear, I wish it were possible, 
but my frock! 

Rosatys. Why can’t we all lend her something ? 

CHRISTABEL. Why not? We have on heaps more 
than we need. 

Rosatys. She could have my overskirt! (She 
pulls it up to show an underskirt almost as elabor- 
ate.) 

CHRISTABEL. And my guimpe. 

AMELOTTE. And my lace jacket. 

ERMENGARDE. And my cap and pearls. 

Rosatys. We could dress her perfectly! (They 
all hop up and down with squeaks of delight.) 

ASTOLAINE. Will you do it, Princess? Oh, will 

ou? 
Snow Wuite. You darlings! I suppose I 
oughtn’t—but I will! (And she runs behind the 
throne to dress, with GUINIVERE to help her. The 
other little Maps unpin and unhook and tunst and 
turn to reach hard buttons, at a great rate, as you 
can judge from the things they say.) 

Mains or Honor. Here’s my veil! ... Oh, she 
doesn’t want a veil first; help me with this skirt. I 
can’t unhook me! ... These pearls just won’t un- 
tangle! ... Please come and unpin this... No, 
me first... . I won’t go to either if you don’t de- 
cide! ... She’s ready for the skirt now... You 
unhook while I squeeze. Now: One, two, three! 
There isn’t room for all our fingers on one little 
hook! ... Here’s the jacket! (And now they're 
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all behind the throne, helping SNow WHITE on with 
the new things, except poor CHRISTABEL, who 1s left 
writhing to reach a pin at the back of her neck.) 

CHRISTABEL. I think you’re just mean! I know 
it will prick! There—it did! 

RosaLys. (Dancing out, waving SNow WHITE'S 
black frock) Here’s her little black dress. What 
shall I do with it? 

AsToLaInE. (Following) Oh, put it anywhere! 

Rosatys. But where is anywhere? 

ASTOLAINE. Here, stuff it under this cushion on 
the throne. (She does so.) They’ll never find it 
there. Won’t it be a joke when the Queen sits on it! 

Rosatys. Oh, why did you say that? Now I 
shall just giggle and giggle! (They run behind the 
throne again. SNow WHITE ts almost dressed ntw; 
and the little Maips one after another tiptoe away 
from the throne, whispering: 

CHRISTABEL. Oh, she looks like a bride, and she’s 
perfectly sweet! 

ERMENGARDE. All silver and white from her head 
to her feet! 

Rosatys. Her lips red as blood, and her hair 
black as night! 

ASTOLAINE, She’s lovely, she’s lovely, our Prin- 
cess Snow White! 


(They stand waiting for her. There is a moment's 
pause, and then Rosatys calls:) 


Rosatys. Aren’t you coming, Princess? 

Snow WHITE. (From behind the throne) Just 
a moment, till I shake out my hair. There! (She 
steps into sight. The Mars sink down in involun- 
tary curtsies at the sight of her.) 

CHRISTABEL. She is lovelier than apple blos- 
soms. 

AsToLaINE. Lovelier than anybody I ever saw. 
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Rosatys. (In a hushed voice) More beautiful 
than the Queen! 

CHRISTABEL. (Whispering) The Queen must 
never see her like this. 

GUINIVERE. Never! 

Snow Wuite. (Who has been putting the last 
touches to her dress, suddenly) Oh, look! My feet! 
(And indeed her feet are bare!) 

AsTOLaINE. (After a pause) Oh, I don’t think 
it matters. The Prince is a gentleman, and no gen- 
ee would look at a lady’s feet except to admire 
them. 

Snow Wuite. But I’d be different. 

ASTOLAINE. Then let’s all take off our shoes and 
stockings. 

Rosatys. Of course! (They plump down on 
the floor; but a trumpet sounds from the end of the 
terrace.) 

Snow Wuite. There’s the Prince now! 

AsTOLAINE. We can’t stay here. Let’s run into 
the anteroom to finish. 

Snow Wuirte. I am so afraid something may 
happen. Really I ought not to, but I do so want to 
see him! 

Maips or Honor. Hurry! Hurry, dear Prin- 
cess! (They hasten off, drawing SNow WHITE 
with them. They are only just in time; for now 
music sounds on the terrace, and the throne room 
fills with Dukes and DUCHESSES, all dressed in their 
best robes and coronets. Then on struts Sir Dan- 
DIPRAT, more important than ever.) 

Str DANDIPRAT. (Announcing) His Highness, 
Prince Florimond, Heir Apparent to the Kingdom 


of Calydon. 


(The PRINCE appears, followed by his PacEs, VAL- 
ENTINE and Vivian. He bows politely to the 
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kneeling DuxeEs and DucHESSES as Sir DANDI- 
PRAT ushers him to the throne.) 


Srr DanpipraT. I regret, your Highness, that 
the Queen hasn’t quite finished dressing. But she 
will be here in a moment. Meantime may the Maids 
of Honor entertain your Highness with a little 
dance? 

Tue Prince. It would give me great pleasure. 

Srr Danpiprat. It is a very simple dance, your 
Highness, but considering their youth, the .. . (But 
his eye falls upon a shoe that GUINIVERE has left be- 
hind. He picks it up and hides it under his coat- 
tails and stumbles on)—the young persons do it very 
...er... very... (And now he spies a stock- 
ing, and in hiding that the clumsy man lets the shoe 
fall. This confuses him still more, but he goes on) 
—er, very creditably indeed ... (And he sees a 
garter! This completes hts embarrassment. He for- 
gets the rest of his speech altogether, and cries:) 
Really they will drive me distracted! And where 
are they now? (He dives about among the DUKES 
and DucHESSES, hunting for them, just as they ap- 
pear in the doorway.) Ah, here you are! Well, 
begin your dance at once! (And off he puffs to find 
the QUEEN, wiping his forehead alternately with the 
shoe and stocking as he goes.) 


(The Matps or Honor begin their Dance. They are 
all veiled and barefooted so that you couldn’t 
tell SNow WuiteE from the others unless you 
happened to know that she was dressed in white 
and silver. But there is something about her 
that attracts the PRINCE from the first; and as 
the dance progresses he comes down from the 
throne to watch her more closely. As the first 
fiaure ends he stands close beside her.) 
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THe Prince. (To SNow WHITE) 

Lady, do you think that 1 

Might dance too? I’d like to try. 
Snow Waite. (Giving him her hand) 

I was hoping you might be 

Tumpted to join in—with me. 
THE PRINCE. 

I shall learn with much more grace 

If you'll let me see your face. 
Snow WHITE. 

Oh, I oughtn’t to; but—well... 

If you promise not to tell! 

(She puts back her veil.) 


(The Second Figure of the Dance begins. SNow 
WuiTE now dancing with the PRINCE. Once in 
a while we overhear what they are saying.) 


Snow WHITE. 
One would think that you (we bow} 
Never saw me until now. 

THE PRINCE. 
Is it likely I’d forget 
If we two had ever met? 

Snow WHITE. 
Yet we once sat side by side, 
Speechless—till at last I cried! 


Oh, that’s twice you’ve missed a turn. 
You don’t seem to try to learn! 
THE PRINCE. 
Do you know (I did that bow) 
Steps don’t seem important now. 


(The dance ends, and a Trumpet sounds to announce 
the coming of the QuEEN. But the Prince 
still holds Snow Wuite’s hand.) 
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Snow WHITE. 
There’s the Queen. She mustn’t know! 
Please, my hand, Sir! I must go! 
THE PRINCE. 
Oh, not yet. I’ll take the blame. 
I don’t even know your name! 
Snow WHITE. 
Oh, don’t keep me. I must fly——! 
I’m so sorry, but—good-bye! 


(And she runs off, surrounded by the Mats oF 
Honor, who have been terribly frightened lest 
the QuEEN should spy her. Sir DANDIPRAT 
appears on the Terrace.) 


Str DANDIPRAT. (Announcing) Her Majesty 
the Queen! 


(To a blare of trumpets QUEEN BRANGOMAR enters. 
She ts very beautiful. She wears her crown, 
and her robes are embroidered in blues and 
greens like a peacock’s tail. She holds out a 
jewelled hand for the PRINCE to kiss, and then 
sweeps to the throne.) 


THE QuEEN. So you are Prince Florimond? I’m 
sorry you chose today to come. I’m not looking my 
best. 

THE Prince. I have always heard of Queen 
Brangomar as the most beautiful . . . 

THE QUEEN. (Interrupting rudely) Of course, 
of course! Iam told you bring me a message from 
your father. What is it? 

THE Prince. This letter. He said it was con- 
fidential. 


THE QUEEN. (Reading the letter) M-m-m-m-m 
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. . . wretched handwriting... “My son Filori- 
mond, now of an age to marry .. .” 

THE PrINcE. (Startled) Marry? 

THE QUEEN. So your foolish old father is in- 
tending to marry you off, is he? I hope he isn’t 
thinking of me. How many proposals would that 
make this week, Dandiprat? 

Sir DanpipraT. Eleven, your Majesty—includ- 
ing those from the lunatic asylums. 

THE QuEEN. (Stil reading) What’s this? To 
“his cousin the Princess Snow White’! To Snow 
White! (She rises in anger.) To Snow White! 
(Then, trying not to betray her jealousy, she reseats 
herself with a bitter laugh.) Really, my dear Flori- 
mond, of course I regret to say so, but Snow White 
isn’t a possible choice. I’m sorry to disappoint 
you. 

Tue Prince. (Interrupting) But you don’t, 
Dict 

Tue Queen. I was speaking! Snow White is 
most ill-tempered ; and so vulgar that she prefers to 
associate with kitchen-maids. Indeed, I believe she’s 
in the kitchen at this moment. She wouldn’t do for 
you at all. 

Tue Prince. Your Majesty has made me very 
happy! 

THe Queen. Happy? 

Tue Prince. Five minutes ago what you say 
would have made me miserable, for even as a little 
boy I always dreamed of marrying Snow White 
when I grew up. But now——! You see, I’ve 
fallen in love with someone else meantime. 

THE QueEN. Meantime? When? 

Tue Prince. Here, just now, in this very room. 

THe QuEEN. (With a pleased laugh) Oh, my 
poor boy! Really, I’m so much older than you... 
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THE Prince. Oh, it’s not your Majesty. She’s 
one of Snow White’s Maids of Honor. 

THE QueEN. A Maid of Honor? You don’t 
mean to say you want to marry one of them! Your 
father would never consent. They’re nice girls, and 
come of quite respectable families—daughters of 
dukes and earls and that class—but you can only 
marry a Princess. 

Tue Prince. I’d marry her without my father’s 
consent, even if we had to set up housekeeping in a 
poor cottage! 

THE QueEN. Don’t talk rubbish! What is the 
young person’s name? 

THE Prince. She... she didn’t teli me. We 
danced together, that was all. 

THE QUEEN. (Sarcastically) Are you quite sure 
you would know her again? 

THE Prince. Your Majesty is unkind! 

THE QuEEN. Apparently the only way to dis- 
cover the young paragon is to summon all the Maids 
of Honor. (She motions to Sir DANDIPRAT, who 
hurries off.) I am curious to know your taste. 
Stand here by me and point her out when she comes. 


(Str DaANpIPRAT reappears, and introduces the 
Mains oF Honor. They are unveiled now; and 
as each is named she curtsies to the PRINCE.) 


Sir DanpipraT. The Lady Rosalys. The Lady 
Amelotte. The Lady Ermengarde. The Lady 
Guinivere. The Lady Christabel. The Lady Asto- 
laine. The Lady Ursula. The Lady Lynette. 

Tue Prince. (After a pause of astonishment) 
But she’s not there! There was anothe ! 

THE QUEEN. Another? Eight—that’s all. 

Sir DANDIpRAT. (Counting on his fingers) Only 
eight, your Highness. 

THE Prince. But there was another! 
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THE QUEEN. (Suspiciously) Another? What 
was she like? 

Tue Prince. Her hair was black as ebony; her 
skin was whiter than snow; her lips were redder 
than a drop of blood! 

THE QuEEN. (Ina terrible voice) Snow White! 
Summon Snow White! 


(SNow WHITE appears timidly im the entrance. I 
suspect she had been listening behind the cur- 
tains.) 


Snow Wuite. Your Majesty? 

Tue Prince. That is she! And oh, is she Snow 
White? You are Snow White! 

Tue QueEEN. (Anger quite overcoming her as 
she sees SNow Wuite’s changed appearance) Snow 
White! You! You dared ... (She rushes toward 
the Princess; but suddenly, halfway, she falters and 
falls fainting.) 

Sir DanpipraT. (Hopping about in great ex- 
citement) The Queen has fainted! The Queen has 
fainted! Oh, this is most important! Oh, Princess, 
see what you’ve done! Take her away, take her 
away! (The Mats or Honor lead SNow WHITE 
away; and SiR DANDIPRAT turns to the astonished 
Prince.) It’s most distracting. Air, air! Out of 
the room, please! Give her air! 


(The Prince and the Couriers hurry out. But no 
sooner is the QuEEN alone with Sir DanbI- 
prat than she recovers from her pretended 


swoon.) 


Sir DanpipraT. Shall I fan your Majesty? Oh, 
DOC a sin ; 

Tue Queen. Where is the Prince? : 

Sir DANpDIPRAT. On the terrace, your Majesty. 
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THE QuEEN. Keep him there till I ring. 

Sir DaNpr1praT. Oh, pray don’t anger him! Gain 
time! Gain time! 

THE QUEEN. Get out, you idiot! 


(This rude exclamation so startles SiR DANDIPRAT 
that he stumbles backwards up the Terrace 
steps, and waddles out of sight as fast as his fat 
legs will carry him, leaving his staff behind.) 


THE QUEEN. (Alone) The Witch! Witch Hex! 
I must summon her. She must help me now. (She 
draws the curtains over both entrances so that she 
may not be seen at her magic. Then in a hushed, 
mysterious voice she chants:) 


THE SPELL 


From my eyebrow pluck a hair, 
E—burrimee boo-row. 

Blow it high up in the air, 
E—burrimee hock. 

Where it lands a circle trace, 
E—burrimee boo-row. 

Three times pace about the space, 

d 


an 
Knock, knock, knock ! 


(As she knocks smoke rises from the circle she has 
traced with DANDIPRAT’S Staff, and there is a 
sound of distant thunder.) 


Thunder says the spell grows warm, 
E—burrimee boo-row. 

Now I speak the mystic Charm, 
E—burrimee boo! 
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THE CHARM 


Ee Eye-sof-o-gos. Ee Eye-sof-a-giddle! 
Ee Eye-sof-o-gos. Ee Eye-sof-a-giddle. 
Ee Eye-sof-o-gos! 
Eee Eye-sof-o-lof-o-gos ! 
Ee Eye-sof-o-gos! 
Ee Eye-sof-a-giddle! 


(The Charm sounds like nonsense, but it must be 
true magic, for the smoke increases as she chants 
it, and the thunder comes nearer.) 


The spell’s wound up, the charm is clear! 
I summon thee, Witch Hex, appear! 


(Lo! through the floor WrrcH Hex does appear. 
She looks exactly like the witches in all fairy- 
tale pictures, with her pointed hat, red cloak, and 
crutched stick. It is evident that she is in a bad 
temper.) 


Tue WitcH. Help me out, help me out! (The 
QuEEN helps her out of the smoking circle.) What's 
the meaning of this? I’m getting tired of being 
called up by you night and day. Last time I was in 
my nightgown and it was snowing! I was an idiot 
ever to teach you that Spell. Well, what is the mat- 
ter now? 

Tue QuEEN. Don’t be angry, dear godmother. 
You know how much I love you! 

Tue Witcn. Stuff! You don’t love me. You 
don’t love anybody but yourself. That’s the matter 
with you. If you only knew the trouble I have to 
keep you beautiful! Your disposition keeps wearing 
through. If I should once say, “Bang! no more 
charms for that wretched Brangomar,” how would 
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you look then? (She chuckles at the thought.) I 
believe you’d be uglier than I am. 

THE QUEEN. I know, I know, dear Hex, but 
you wouldn’t! 

Tue WitcH. Don’t be too sure. Just summon 
me once too often, and you may find yourself the 
ugliest woman in the Seven Kingdoms, for a change. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, tell me I am still the most 
beautiful ! 

Tue WitcH. You look all right yet. But I warn 
you! I’m using my strongest magic now. You'd be 
much safer if you’d try to be good once in a while. 
Well, who are you jealous of this time? 

THE QuEEN, Snow White. 

THE Witcu. Snow White? She’s only a child! 

THE QUEEN. So I thought till today, when I saw 
her for the first time prettily dressed. 

Tue WitcH. Well, why in hop-scotch did you 
dress her up? 

THE QueEEN. I didn’t. She tricked me. 

Tue Witcu. Who thought she was fairer than 
you? 

THE QUEEN. Prince Florimond. He wants to 
marry her. 

Tue Witcu. Florimond? Pooh! Mere boy! 
Probably said it to plague you, knowing your 
wretched vanity. But I’ve brought something with 
me that may help to keep you quiet. Just had time 
to snatch it when I felt you spelling away. It’s a 
Magic Mirror. (She takes from her pocket a hand 
Mirror, carved from a single crystal, that glows and 
gleams like an opal.) 

THE QUEEN. (Seizing the Mirror and gazing 
into tt) Magic! ... (But suddenly she cries out 
in horro::) Oh! 

THe WitcH. Ah, you see! Reflects you as you 
really are. If I stopped my spells that’s what you'd 
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look like. Now it makes me quite decent looking. 
That’s because my character’s better. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, the hateful thing! I never saw 
anything so terrible. Why, 1 looked almost funny! 
Take it away! Take it away! 

THe WitcH. Wait! That’s not all its magic. 
Hold it in your hand and say: 


Mirror, Mirror, in my hand, 
Who’s the fairest in the land? 


and it will answer truthfully. 

THE QuEEN. (Snatching it) Oh, let me try! 
(Shutting her eyes that she may not see her reflec- 
tion, she asks:) 


Mirror, Mirror, in my hand, 
Who’s the fairest in the land? 


Tue WirtcH. Listen! 


(There is a faint strain of Music, and then a far- 
away voice that sounds like crystal bells, sings:) 


THE MIRROR. 
You who hold me in your hand, 
You were fairest in the land ; 
But, today, I tell you true, 
Snow White is more fair than you! 


(With a scream of rage the QUEEN starts to dash 
the Mirror to the floor. The WirTcH rescues tt 


just in time.) 


Tue WitcH. Stop! Stop! Gracious! Listen to 
me now! If you ever break that Mirror you will 
become as ugly as you really are—and for life too! 
None of my spells can beauty you again either, for 
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the Mirror is made with those same charms. I 
thought you knew enough common, every-day magic 
for that! 

THE QuEEN. (Pacing up and down, weeping with 
rage) But Snow White is more beautiful than I! 
Snow White is more beautiful than I! 

Tue WitcH. (Mocking her) “Snow White is 
more beau-hoo-hoo-tiful than I!’ Stop that waul- 
ing. 

THE QuEEN. I can’t bear it! Make a spell and 
turn her ugly—as ugly as a toad. 

THe WitcH. Won't! Refuse to make any more 
bad spells. If you can’t bear the sight of her, why 
not send her away somewhere,—say to boarding- 
school ? 

THE QuEEN. But she’d come back. 

Tue Witcu. Why should she? Suppose at 
boarding-school she got croup or mumps, or what- 
ever those children’s diseases are . . . 

THE QueEEN. Oh, I see! You'll make a spell and 
give her the disease. 

THE Witcu. No, no, no! Won't do any more 
bad magic, I tell you. You must contrive to have 
her lost on the way to boarding-school, and then just 
tell some tarradiddle to explain why she doesn’t 
come back—and there you are! Everything perma- 
nently settled, and a little peace for me, I hope. 

THE QUEEN. I might. I could send Berthold, 
my Huntsman, as if he were taking her to school, 
...andthere ... oh! ... in the deep forest. . . 
(She whispers) . . . he shall put her to death. 

Tue WitcH. (Starting) Goodness—gracious— 
mercy—me! I never suggested anything like that! 
Why, I hear she’s quite a nice child. 

THE QUEEN. I shall never know a happy hour 
while she’s alive. 

THE WitcH. Well, there’s no arguing with you. 
But can you trust your Huntsman? 
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THE Queen. I know a way to make him obey. 

Tue Witcu. Glad you know something! And 
look here! If you’re resolved to have Snow White 
killed, there’s a little favor you might do me. I’m 
making a new spell that’s really hard magic! A hair 
restorer that will really restore hair. Want it for 
my own personal use. (She pops off her cap and 
shows a perfectly bald head.) I’d about given it up 
for want of the last ingredient—the heart of a nice 
young girl. Now I wouldn’t harm a nice young girl 
myself for anything; but if you’re determined to dis- 
pose of Snow White, I’d be obliged for her heart. 

Tue Queen. I promise. Berthold shall bring it 
to me as a proof. And now good-bye, dear Hexy. 
I must summon him at once. 

Tue Witcu. Hm! It’s always, “Good-bye, dear 
Hexy,” as soon as I’ve done what you want. But 
I’m as glad to go as you are to have me. Say the 
“Quick Spell” and get me off. Ready? (The 
QuEEN and the WitcH join hands, shut their eyes 
and chant in chorus:) 


THe Quick SPELL 


THE QUEEN and THE WITCH. 
Bangaboo-bar ; 
Bangaboo whack ; 
Crow eat sun, 
Make all black! 
Mar-oom-bah! 


(Everything suddenly becomes dark, and in the dark- 
"ness the two voices are heard still chanting:) 


Bangaboo-bar ; 
Bangaboo-whack, 
Mole dig hole, 
Witch go back, 
Mar-oom-bah! 
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(There ts a queer sound, something like a very small 
earthquake. Then only the QuUEEN’S voice ts 
heard :) 


THE QUEEN. 
Bangaboo-bah! 
Bangaboo whack ! 
Witch is gone, 
Sun come back, 
Mar-oom-bah! 


(The light returns as suddenly as it went. The 
Wircu has vanished. Quite calmly the QuEEN 
goes to the bell-cord.) 


THE QUEEN. Let me see. I ring three times for 
the Huntsman. (She rings; but it is Str Danpi- 
PRAT who enters.) 

Sir DanpipraT. Your Majesty rang for me? 

THE QuEEN. Not for you, idiot, for Berthold. 
Give me a minute alone with him,-and then summon 
the Prince and Snow White. Off with you! (Sir 
DANDIPRAT hurries away just as CHIEF HUNTSMAN 
BERTHOLD enters. BERTHOLD is tall and big. He 
has a kind, ruddy face.) Berthold, I have a task for 

ou. 
BERTHOLD. To take you a-hunting, your Majesty ? 
Your forests are full of game, wild pigs, deer—in- 
deed there may even be a unicorn or two. 

THE QUEEN. It’s other game this time, Berthold. 
You have been a faithful Chief Huntsman. Suppose 
I promote you to be Lord High Admiral. As we 
have no navy, your duties would be light. 

BERTHOLD. Oh, your Majesty, how can I thank 
you? 

THE QUEEN. It depends upon your carrying out 
a task with absolute obedience. Come nearer. The 
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Princess Snow White is to set out for boarding- 
school this afternoon. You will conduct her. At 
the Western Gates, you will take the old road that 
turns to the left ... 

BERTHOLD. But, your Majesty, that road leads 
into the deep wood. 

THE QUEEN. You will take that road. When 
you have come to the very heart of the forest, then— 
(and she hisses the words)—you will kill the Prin- 
cess. 

BEerTHOLD. (Springing back) Never, your Ma- 
jesty, never! 

THE Queen. She has disobeyed me. She must 
be punished. 

BerTHotp. Kill Snow White! My late King’s 
daughter! The loveliest maid in the Seven King- 
doms! I would slay myself first. There is no man 
in your dominions base enough to do such a deed. 
Pray dismiss me. (He turns to go.) 

THE Queen. (In a terrible voice) Wait! I 
know how to make you obey. You have six small 
children, I believe? 

BeRTHOLD. (Wonderingly) Yes, your Majesty. 

Tue QueEN. Suppose I lock them up in the 
Great Gray Tower. 

BERTHOLD. Oh, your Majesty, have mercy! 

Tue QueEEN. Think! Can you not hear their 
voices calling to you from the dark? “We are hun- 
gry, papa!” they will cry, and they will beat on the 
door with their little hands. 

BERTHOLD. (Sinking to the ground) Spare me! 
Spare me! 

THE Queen. At last they will be too weak to 
cry or beat. Then when all has grown still within 
the Tower, I will say: “Berthold, here is the key. 
Go and see how Queen Brangomar punishes disobe- 


dience.” 
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BERTHOLD. (Rising, with a cry) Oh, I will obey, 
your Majesty! Heaven forgive me, but I cannot let 
my children starve. 

THE QUEEN. That’s much better, Berthold. You 
understand clearly? 

BERTHOLD. Alas, too well! 

THE QuEEN. What a tone of voice! Remember 
the motto, “A task cheerfully done is well done.” 
And, oh, I almost forgot. You must bring me Snow 
White’s heart before midnight, as a proof. Here 
comes the Prince. Do try to look more pleasant. 


(Prince FLorimonp returns, ushered in by Sir 
DANDIPRAT, and followed by all the CourTIERs, 
Paces, Maps or Honor, and FLUNKIES.) 


Tue Prince. I hope your Majesty has recov- 
ered. 

THE QUEEN. Quite, thank you. I beg every- 
body’s pardon. Something I had for lunch, no 
doubt. (To Str Danprprat) Where is the Prin- 
cess Snow White? 

Snow WHITE. (Appearing) I am here, your 
Majesty. 

THE QuEEN. My dear Snow White, Prince 
Florimond has come to ask your hand in marriage. 
What do you say? 

Snow Wuite. (Drooping her head) What may 
I say? 

THE QUEEN. I was obliged to tell him how un- 
fitted you are at present to become a Queen. In- 
deed, I’ve long been thinking of sending you away 
to some select boarding-school for backward Prin- 
cesses. This seems the opportunity. You will re- 
main at the school for a vear and a day... 

THE Prince. Oh. no. your Majesty! 

THE QUEEN. (Firmly) And the Prince must 
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promise not to see or write to you until the end of 
that time. Otherwise, I shall refuse my consent. 
Do you agree? 

Tue Prince. Since I must. 

THE QueEEN. Then that’s settled! Return here 
one year and one day hence, and we can then—(and 
here she means more than she says )—discuss the en- 
gagement. Now, Snow White, bid farewell to 
Prince Florimond. (The Prince starts forward to 
kiss SNow WuitTe’s hand, but the QuEEN inter- 
venes) No, no! A respectful bow and a curtsey 
will be quite sufficient. Good-bye, Prince Flori- 
mond. Give my regards to your father. 


(So the poor Prince bows himself out, followed by 
his Paces; but he looks back at SNow WHITE 
as long as he can see her.) 


Tue Queen. Now, Snow White, I’ve arranged 
everything. You must leave immediately or you 
won't arrive at the school before nightfall. Berthold 
will conduct you. So say your good-byes quickly. 

Snow Wuite. Thank you so much, your Ma- 
jesty. I’m not quite sure that I want to be a Queen, 
but I should like to be well cducated. I’m very 
grateful. (She tries to take the QuEEn’s hand, but 
the QuEEN withdraws it hastily.) 

Tue Queen. You are keeping Berthold waiting. 
Off with you at once. 

Snow Wuite. (Turning to the Mais or Honor) 
Good-bye, my little playmates! Good-bye, Amelotte 
and Ermengarde and Christabel and Rosalys. Don’t 
cry, Rosalys; it will only be a year, and I promise 
not to come back so grown-up and princessy that 
you won't recognize me. Good-bye, dear Ladies 
and Gentlemen, who have all been so good to me! 
I kiss you all! (She blows them a kiss. Then, slip- 
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fing her little hand into BERTHOLD’s big one, says:) 
ow, Berthold! 


(And BERTHOLD and the Princess SNow WHITE go 
off along the Terrace toward the deep Forest, 
as— 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE II 


In THE ForEsST 


Great trees meet over a wild and overgrown path. 
It is after sunset, and the light is fading. A 
small brown Bird flies above the path, chirping a 
little call, and perches in a tree just out of sight. 
Snow WHITE, running gaily, follows the bird. 


Snow WuiteE. Yes, little brown bird, I hear you. 
You want another answer? Wait until I get my 
breath. (She whistles an imitation of the bird’s 
call.) What? Flying on again? Where are you 
trying to lead us? (She calls back to BERTHOLD) 
Berthold, the brown bird seems to be trying to get 
me to follow him. He’s perched on that tree now. 
(The Brirp calls again, and SNow Wuite tries to 
imitate the call in words) “Come, Snow White! 
Come, Snow White!” Is that what you are trying 
to say? Well, I’m coming! (And she runs on, fol- 
lowing the bird.) 


(BERTHOLD comes into sight. As he sees how lonely 
the spot is he halts irresolutely and murmurs to 


himself.) 


BerTHoLp. It may as well be here as anywhere. 
Mile after mile I have put it off till the next turn 
or some more shadowed spot. But that is no kind- 
ness to the Princess. Remember your own children. 
man! It must be here! (He calls after SNow 
Waite, and his voice is hoarse) Princess! Come 


back! 
39 
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Snow WuHitTeE. (Answering) What is it, Berth- 
old? You want me? (She runs back to him.) 
There’s the bird again. He seems to know the way 
better than you do. Do you think he can know that 
I’m going to boarding-school? (The Birp calls 
again, and she answers) Don’t be so impatient! 
What did you want, Berthold? 

BERTHOLD. Oh, dear Princess... (But he 
cannot go on.) 

Snow Wuite. Why are you so pale? Have you 
hurt yourself? (She tries to take his hand, but he 
draws it away.) 

BERTHOLD. Oh, forgive me, Princess! (He 
kneels before her in anguish.) 

Snow Wuite. (Wonderingly) Forgive you? 
For what? (She tries to raise his head so that she 
may see his face.) What is it, Berthold? 

BERTHOLD. Don’t look at me, Princess! Don’t 
look at me! (He puts his arms about her, and hides 
his face in her dress.) 

Snow Wuite. Oh, whatever it is, tell me! I am 
afraid! 

BERTHOLD. The Queen... 

SNow Wuite. The Queen? 

BERTHOLD. The Queen . . . has commanded me 
to’... kill you... here’. . . in this forest -. 
now! 

Snow Wuite. (Looking down at him in won- 
der) Kill me? I don’t understand. You’re taking 
me to school! ... Oh, you’re joking! I call that 
a silly joke. Look at me! No, look at me! (Slowly 
she raises his head. She reads the truth in his face, 
and with a cry springs from him.) Oh, it’s true, it’s 
true! I know it! That was why the Queen... ! 
But you won’t, will you? See, Berthold, I don’t run 
away. I come right to you. I creep into your arms. 
You won’t hurt me, will you? 

BERTHOLD. If it were my life alone that were at 
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Stake, I would suffer any torture rather than harm 
a hair of your head. But the Queen... 

Snow WHITE. Oh, you mean—that the Queen 
will kill you, unless .. . 

BERTHOLD. Not me, Princess, but my children. 
She has shut them up in the Gray Tower, and she 
will starve them to death unless . . 

Snow WuiteE. Oh, Berthold! (Then, after a 
little pause, she goes on softly) I know your chil- 
dren. I’ve played with them. She would do it, too. 
(She thinks a moment ; then, with sudden resolution, 
goes on) Kiss me good-bye, Berthold. I couldn’t 
live and think of your children. See, I’m not cry- 
ing—I’m not even very frightened. I'll turn away 
and shut my eyes. But please be quick} 

BEeRTHOLD. (Staggering to his feet, he makes a 
fumbling movement for his knife, but as he touches 
ét he sinks down again with a cry) I cannot, Prin- 
cess, I cannot! 

Snow Wuite. But you must, Berthold! How 
else can you save your children? 

BERTHOLD. I will find some way—some way. 

Snow WuiteE. No, it’s not possible, Berthold! 

BERTHOLD. It’s not possiole for me to—kill— 
your Highness. (There ts a silence.) 

Snow Wuirte. Berthold, considering the way the 
Queen has behaved, do you think it would be very 
wrong to tell her a story? 

BERTHOLD. (Dazed) Wrong? 

Snow Waite. Because, if it weren’t wrong, 
mightn’t you fell her that you’d killed me without 
doing it? 

BERTHOLD. But the proof! She has commanded 
me to bring her your—heart—before midnight. 

Snow Wuite. My heart? I’ve never seen a 
heart. I don’t suppose a little ro of heefsteak 
would look at all like it, would it? 

BerTHOLD. No, but... (He springs up.» Why 
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not the heart of some beast? I might catch a wild 
pig here in the forest, and... (Suddenly his voice 
drops.) But I couldn’t leave you here alone. You 
would starve! 

Snow WHITE. Couldn’t I live like the birds, on 
berries? 

BERTHOLD. But the winter will come—and—oh, 
your Highness, there are savage beasts in this wood. 

Snow WuitE. I haven’t seen a living creature 
but the little brown bird. 

BERTHOLD. It was daytime, and I was with you; 
but it is growing dark, and at night... 

Snow Wuirte. But if you don’t take the heart to 
the Queen before midnight, you know what she will 
do. And you must catch the wild pig before it is too 
dark to see. 

BerTHOLD. No! I dare not leave your Highness! 

Snow WuiteE. (Pretending to be struck with a 
new idea) Berthold, could you find this place again? 

BerTHOLD. Find it? Every inch of the way is 
branded on my brain! 

Snow Wuite. Then, tomdrrow, hide some food 
in your tunic and come back again and we can plan. 
BERTHOLD. (Slowly) I might... but... 

Snow Wuite. Oh, please! There is no other 
hope, is there? 

BERTHOLD. None that I can see. 

Snow Wuite. Then hurry. It’s getting darker 
every moment. Kiss me good-bye quickly. (She 
puts her face up to him.) Until tomorrow, dear 
Berthold! 

BerTHOLD. My Princess! Heaven keep you! 
Until tomorrow! (He hastens away.) 

Snow WuiteE. (Calling after him) Good-bye, 
dearest Berthold! (Then to herself) Poor Betth- 
old, does he think the Queen will ever let him out 
of her sight again? She will shut him up in prison 
for fear he might tell, He will never come back! 
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Good-bye forever, Berthold! (A sudden terror 
seizes her.) Oh, it’s good-bye forever, everybody! 
(She starts after him, crying) Berthold, come back! 
(But remembering, she clasps her hands over her 
mouth to stifle the cry.) Hush! Think of his chil- 
dren, Snow White, think of his children! (With a 
little moan, she sinks to the ground.) But what 
shall I do? I’m afraid—afraid! (And she hides 
her face among the leaves. The call of the brown 
Birp is heard, almost overhead. At first SNow 
Wuite docs not hear, and the Brrp repeats the cry 
that sounds almost like “Come, Snow White!” 
Snow Wuite looks up in wonder.) Oh, little bird, 
are you still here? I think you are my friend. (The 
Birp flies off a little way, and then perches and re- 
peats his call.) Are you telling me to follow you, as 
you did before? But where? I have nowhere to go. 
(Again the Brrp calls, and Snow WHITE rises and 
follows where he flies.) Yes, 1 will follow. I trust 
you. (She runs out of sight among the trees, calling 
as she goes) I am coming! I am following, little 
bird! 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE III 


In tHE House oF THE SEVEN DWARFS 


The Dwarfs’ House is very tiny. It is built of rough 
Stones and logs, and niched into a hillside in the 
depths of the great wood. It has but one room, 
with a single wide window and one low door. 
Along one side of the room are ranged seven 
small beds of different sizes. On the other is a 
stone fireplace for cooking, and a pump with a 
barrel under the spout. In the middle of the 
floor stands a table with seven places laid for 
supper. A single candle on the table lights the 
room. Through the window we see the forest, 
dim in the moonlight. 

Presently the brown Birp flies past and perches on 
a branch just outside, still calling for SNow 
Wuite to follow. They have come a long way 
and she is very tired and hungry; but as she sees 
the house and realizes where the brown Burp 
was leading her, she runs up to peep in through 
the window. 


Snow Waite. Oh, was it toward this light you 
were leading me, brown bird? Why, it’s a little 
house! Are you flying away now? Please let me 
thank you first. I blow you a kiss! He’s gone. 
Perhaps birds don’t like kisses, their faces are so 
sharp. (Calling after him) Good-bye, little friend! 
(She looks cautiously through the window into the 
house.) What a queer little room! Seven beds and 
all so small. There must be lots of children in the 
family. Nobody with so many children could be 

44 
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wicked. (She calls) May I come in? (As there ts 
no answer she knocks at the door, then opens tt a 
crack.) Please, may I come in to rest just for a 
moment? I’m lost in the forest. (Still no answer. 
She steals into the room and looks about.) Nobody 
at home. But they couldn’t mind if I sat down, just 
a minute. Oh, there’s the children’s supper all laid 
out. I’m so hungry! If I took just a tiny bit from 
each place, I’m sure they wouldn’t mind. (She goes 
to the table, and as she nibbles a morsel at each place 
she sings to herself.) 


EaTInG SONG 


A drink of water from this cup, 

Of porridge just a single sup; 

Of honey just a drop to spread 
Over this bit of crusty bread. 

One corner of this barley-cake, 

One nut—and for dessert I’ll take 
A single cherry of these four, 

And not a single mouthful more,— 
No, not a single mouthful more! 


Now I ought to do something to pay for my sup- 
per. There’s plenty to be done. It isn’t at all a tidy 
house. (She yawns; and_then, shaking herself) 
Wake up, Snow White! You mustn’t get sleepy 
yet ; not till the people come home. (But she cannot 
stifle another yawn.) There’s a broom. Suppose I 
sweep a little. (She begins, but the broom ratses 
such a cloud of dust that she has to stop. ) Dear me, 
that only makes things worse. This floor needs a 
good scrubbing, I might make up the beds. (She 
goes to the biggest bed, but she is so tired that she 
sits down on it a moment before beginning.) This 
one looks as if it hadn’t been made for years and 
years and years. I wonder if it’s as humpy to lie 
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on as it is to siton. (She lies down to try it.) Oh, 
it’s more... It’s humpy and bumpy .. . and 
bumpy and humpy ...and... (Her voice trails 
away into silence. She has fallen asleep.) 


(For a time all is quiet in the room. Then from un- 
derground is a sound of distant knocking. It 
comes nearer till it sounds just under the house. 
Finally a stone slab in the floor is pushed up 
slowly, and from an underground passage that 
leads from the house into the deep mines, six 
Dwarrs clamber into sight. They are very 
small—the tallest hardly above your waist—but 
they are very old and their beards are long and 
gray. Each carries a lighted lantern and a pick- 
axe, and bears a heavy sack over his shoulder. 
As soon as the last ts in the room, they form in 
line, with Buick, the eldest, at the head.) 


Buick. Now, brothers, evening roll-call. (He 
calls his own name) Blick! (And answers) Here! 
(Then he calls each of the others by name—Fu1cx! 
Guick! Snick! Prick! and Wuick! and each an- 
swers, “Here!” Last of all Brtcx calls) Quee! 
(There is no answer. Buick shakes his head sadly.) 
Late, as usual! He’s been stealing again. What- 
ever shall we do with that boy? (All the Dwarrs 
sigh, and hang their heads with shame at QUEE’S 
conduct. But Buick goes on) Well, brothers, what 
result of today’s work? Half a ton of gold nug- 
gets for mine. (He takes a handful of enormous 
nuggets from his sack. The others also exhibit their 
treasures as they name them.) 


Frick. A hundredweight of silver dust. 
Guicx. Fifty pounds of diamonds. 
Snicx. A bushel of rubies. 

Prick. A gallon of emeralds. 

Waick. A peck of opals 
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Buick. Fair, fair! But we ought to work longer 
hours. 

Fricx. Yes, what’s the good of coming home— 
except to sleep. 

Giicx. And have supper. 

Frick. (With scorn) Oh, that supper! 

Buicx. I know. It’s wretched. If we cook it at 
night, it’s too hot to eat; if we cook it in the morn- 
ing, it’s cold and dusty by night. But what else can 
we do? 

Guicx. And I’d rather sleep underground than in 
those beds. 

Att. So would we! 

Brick. I know! They haven’t been made for 
years. But it doesn’t pay to take time from digging 
diamonds to make beds, so what can we do? 

Aut. (Sighing) Nothing. 

Snick. But if we didn’t come home to supper we 
wouldn’t have to wash. 

Buicx. (Shocked) Oh, brothers! Washing is a 
duty. Hush! I think I hear Quee. (They all cock 
their heads sidewise, like robins, and listen.) Yes. 
that’s Quee. He has been stealing again! We must 
scold him soundly. 

Frick. It never does any good. 

Buick. But we must bring him up in the way he 
should go. He is the youngest of us ; he’s only ninety- 
nine next April. Clear away and ready for him. 
(They pile their sacks m a corner, and squat on the 
floor in a semicircle, with Buicx, like a presiding 
judge, in the center.) 


(QuEE creeps up stealthily through the underground 
passage. He is much the smallest, but gray- 
bearded like the others. As he faces his broth- 
ers one finger creeps into hts mouth. BLICK 
greets him sternly.) 
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Buick. Quee, you are late again! (QuEE nods.) 
Been stealing as usual, I suppose? (QUEE nods.) 

ALL. (Shaking their fingers at him reprovingly) 
Oh! 

Brick. You know it’s wrong! 

ALL. Very, very wrong! (QUEE nods.) 

Buicx. Did anybody catch you at it? (QuEE 
shakes his head.) That’s good—as far as it goes. 

Frick. Did you get me a mouse-trap? (QUEE 
nods.) 

Guicx. And my candles? (QuEE nods.) 

Frick. Anda pin? (QUEE nods.) I’m glad of 
that. I’ve always wanted a pin. 

Buicx. Of course you understand, Quee, that 
stealing is a sin, and that your conduct makes us 
very sad? 

ALL. Very, very sad! 

Biicx. Will you promise to reform and... 

Frick. (Interrupting hastily) Wait, wait! Give 
him the list of things to get tomorrow first! 

Buick. Dear me, I almost forgot! Quee, tie a 
string round your finger to remember by. Now, 
what do you all want? 

THE Dwarrs. (Speaking in rapid succession; 
each names one article) 


A chain. A plane. A weather-vane. 
A hat. A mat. A pussy-cat. 

A pound of brass. 

A pane of glass. 
A crock. A lock. An eight-day clock. 


A can. A pan. A palm-leaf fan. 
A tack. A sack. An almanac. 

A can of soup. 

A, chicken-coop. 
A map. A cap, A snappy trap. 
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A pole. A bowl. A baker’s roll. 
A rake. A cake. A pound of steak. 
A peck of meal. 
A pickled eel. 
A slate. A plate. A ten-pound weight. 


Buick. That’s all for tomorrow. But remember, 
young man, if “It’s a sin to steal a pin,” how much 
worse it must be to steal a ten-pound weight. You 
realise that? (QuEE nods sadly.) Brothers, we 
shall have to correct him again tomorrow night. He 
is incorrigible. 

Att. (Mournfully) In-cor-rig-ible! 

Buick. Now for the evening washing. Get the 
basin, Quee. 


(Glad that his daily scolding is over, QUEE runs 
cheerfully and fetches a basin of water, a big 
sponge and a towel. “No flinching now, broth- 
ers,” cries Buick. “Line up! Right faces!” 
All except QurEE stand close together, and thrust 
their faces over one another's shoulders, with 
eyes closed. Running down the line, QUEE 
washes all their right cheeks with one long sweep 
of his sponge. “Reverse!” cries BLICK. They 
all turn and face in the opposite direction; and 
QuEE, running back up the line, washes all their 
other checks. “Right faces!” cries Buick. 
With a single sweep of his towel, QuUEE dries 
all their right cheeks; and when Buick com- 
mands “Reverse,” he dries the opposite sides in 
the same neat and speedy way. And so the 
Evening Washing is finished.) 


Buick. There! That’s over for another twenty- 
four hours. 

ALL. Thank goodness! 

Buicx. Oh, come! It’s quick and comparatively 
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painless. Only—Quee gets dirtier and dirtier every 
ear. 
3 Fiicx. Somebody must wash the others. 

Giicx. He’s the youngest. 

Wuick. It’s his duty. 

Buick. Nevertheless, he’s a disgrace to the fam- 
ily. (QUEE bows his head in shame.) 

Giick. And now—(With a heavy sigh)—supper! 

AL. (Sadly) Supper! 

Frick. No hurry! It’s been getting cold ever 
since breakfast. (With lagging feet they march to 
the table, and are.about to eat, when Butcx starts 
back in surprise.) 

Buick. I say! 

Someone’s been drinking from my cup! 


FLIick. 

Someone has eat my porridge up! 
GLIcK. 

And took my honey! 
SNICK. 

See, they spread 

It all across my crust of bread! 
PLick. 

Someone’s been at my barley-cake! 
WHIcK. 

Eaten my nut ;—and dared to take 
ye The biggest cherry of Quee’s four! 


And, goodness-gracious! how much 
more? 


(They gaze at each other in amazement. ) 


Buick. (Whispering) Brothers, there must be 
Robbers in the house! 

Frick. Or Pirates! 

Guiicx. Or Burglars! 

Buick, Probably burglars. If so, they’re under 
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the beds; burglars always are. Hush! Let every 
man look under his own bed. 


(Each Dwarr creeps to his bed, and peers cautiously 
under it. Then, one after the other, they rise, 
shaking their heads and saying: “Nobody under 
my bed!” “Nobody under my bed!” “No- 
body under my bed!’ Brick is the last. But 
as he rises he sees SNow WHITE, and exclaims 
in a tense whisper, “But—there’s something in 
it! Look, brothers!” The Dwarrs creep 
about Buicx’s bed, and holding thetr lanterns 
high, gaze down upon the sleeping SNow 
WHITE.) 


Gutcx. (Whispering) What is it? 

Fiicx. I know! It’s a child. 

Buicx. No, it’s a girl. I saw one once. 

Frick. Well, girl or child, it’s the most beauti- 
ful thing I ever saw. 

Gutck. Is it tame, or will it fly away like a bird 
when it wakes up? 

Frick. Oh, children are tame—and they can 
talk. 

Att. (In rapture) Oh! 

Buick. But this isn’t a child, it’s a girl. I don’t 
think girls can talk. (They all heave a sigh of dis- 
appointment.) 

Fiicx. I wish she’d stay with us just so that we 
could look at her. 

Buick. She won't. 

Guicx. Why not? 

Buick. Of course she won’t. Are we handsome, 
or young, or tall? In fact, aren’t we dwarfs? (They 
all hang their heads.) 

Fiicx. But if we didn’t tell her that? 

Burcx. Flick, I wonder at you! Besides, she 
might find it out. 
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Gutcx. She’s beautifully white and clean. Look, 
she’s been trying to sweep. 

Frick. I can’t bear to think of her leaving us. 

Frick. I’m going to stay ap all night just to 
watch her. 

Giicx. Do you think there’s any way we could 
persuade her to stay? 

Buick. I’m afraid not. 

Frick. Even if we laid presents on her bed? 

Brick. What kind of presents? Gold and dia- 
monds? 

Frick. Oh, not common things like that! Really 
valuable things like—my jack-knife! 

Buiicx. Oh, things like that! It might. But I’m 
afraid not. 

Frick. We might try, anyhow. Let each man 
give the most valdable thing he has in the world. 

Buick. (Collecting the gifts. Each names his 
present lovingly as he takes tt from his pocket) My 
thimble ! 

Snick. My almanac. 

Prick. My empty bottle. 

Giick. And—my pet frog. 

Buick. (Laying the gifts gently on the foot of 
Snow Wuite’s bed) There, that may help. But 
no! It’s no use, brothers. There is Quee! 

Att. (Hopelessly) Yes! There is Quee! 

Frick. We might hide him? 

Brick. She’d be sure to find him sooner or later. 

Giick. He might reform. 

Buick. But we never could pretend he wasn’t 
dirty. He hasn’t been washed for fifty years. 

Fiick. (With a sudden inspiration) Brothers, 
why not wash him now? 

LICK. We might! 

ALL. We will! 

Brick. It must be done at once or he won't be 
dry by morning. Get the utensils, 
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Buicx. (Marching to the pump) Here’s the 
pump to douse him with! 

Snicx. (Fetching the basin) Here are suds to 
souse him with! 

Fick. (Bringing the sponge) Here’s the sponge 
to sop him with! 

Prick. (Hurrying with the broom) Here’s the 
broom to mop him with! 

Guicx. (Running with the soap) Here’s the soap 
to scrub him with! 

Wuick. (Waving the towel) Here’s the cloth 
to rub him with! (They surround QUEE.) 

Bick. Quee, you are going to be... 

Aut. (In a tremendous whisper) Washed! 


(They carry him to the barrel, plump him in with a 
great splash and pump on him. Then, as they 
scrub and rub and soap and stir him about in 
they water, they chant in chorus:) 


Tue DwarrFs. 
Here’s the pump to douse him with! 
Here are suds to souse him with! 
Here’s the sponge to sop him with! 
Here’s the broom to mop him with! 
Here’s the soap to scrub him with! 
Here’s the cloth to rub him with! 
Rub! Scrub! Mop! Sop! Souse! Douse! 
Rub! 
Scrub! 
Mop! 
Sop! 
Souse! 
Douse! 


(In their excitement they forget to be quiet. SNow 
Wuite stirs in her sleep; then wakes and sits 


up.) 
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Snow Waite. Where is this? Oh, there are the 
children that live here. Why, they’re not children. 
They’re queer, little old men. They’ll never let me 
stay with them. (She rises, and standing by the bed 
says shyly) I beg your pardon. (The Dwarrs 
turn suddenly. SNow WHITE makes a little curt- 
sey.) I’m sorry if I’ve disturbed you; but I was 
lost in the forest, and when I saw your house I was 
so tired and hungry I came in and took a little food 
—without asking. Then I’m afraid I fell asleep. 
(She waits for an answer, but the Dwarrs gaze at 
her in silence, so she falters on) Id pay for it, but 
I haven’t any money. (She stops. Again a silence.) 
So all I can do is to say, “Thank you—and—good- 
night.” (She moves reluctantly to the door. The 
Dwarrs sigh deeply. She turns for a farewell curt- 
sey.) Thank you very much. (She half shuts the 
door behind her, then re-opens it to repeat) Good- 
night! (There is no answer except another heavy 
sigh from the Dwarrs. With sudden pity she 
bursts out) Oh, you’re not dumb, are your 

Buick. (Clearing his throat) No, we’re not 
dumb; but you’re a girl, aren’t you? 

Snow Wuite. (Wonderingly) Yes—I’m a girl. 

Buick. Or a child? 

Snow WHITE. Well, I’m not very old. 

Buick. We don’t know how to talk to young 
people. 

Snow Waite. Well, most grown people begin, 
“Why, how you’ve grown!” And usually the next 
thing is, “How do you like your school ?” 

Buicx. “How you’ve grown.” 

Friicx. “How do you like your school ?” 

Snow WHITE. (Smiling, but a little embar- 
rassed) Well—perhaps it is a little late for conver- 
sation. It’s long past bedtime, isn’t it? 

Buick. Long past. 
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Snow WuitTe There are six of you and—seven 
beds, aren’t there? 

Buick. (Hastily putting the cover on the barrel) 
Yes, there are seven beds. 

Snow Wuite. Oh, before I go, perhaps I ought 
to tidy the one I slept in. (She goes to the bed.) 
What are these things on it? Oh! One’s a frog. 
It’s alive! 

Guick. He was my frog. He’s perfectly tame. 
Picee Waite. What a funny thing to put on a 

Buick. (Edging toward her eagerly) They were 
meant to be presents. 

Snow WuitTE. Oh—somebody’s birthday? 

Frick. No, it’s nobody’s birthday. 

Snow Wuite. Then I don’t see——? 

Buick. They were meant to be presents for you. 

Snow Wuite. For me? 

Frick. We were afraid you wouldn’t like them. 

Buick. I knew you wouldn’t like them. 

Snow Wuirte. But I do like them. Do you mean 
that you’re not angry with me? 

Frick. Angry with you! 

Buick. We think you’re the most wonderful 
thing we’ve ever seen! 

Snow WuiteE. Oh, you darlings! Oh, I beg your 
pardon. Perhaps that wasn’t respectful. 

Buick. Nobody ever called us “darlings” be- 
fore, so we don’t know. 

Frick. But it sounds nice. 

Snow Wuite. And you wouldn’t mind if I should 
stay tonight,—only just tonight ? 

Buick. We wouldn’t mind if you should stay 
forever,—oniy just forever! 

Snow Waite. Forever? 

Frick. Oh, will you? 

Snow Waite. Oh, will you let me? Please let 
me live with you. I could be so useful. 
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Buick. But our housekeeping . . . 

Snow Wuite. That’s just how I could be useful. 
I can cook and sweep and make beds, and—oh, lots 
of things. 

Buick. (Solemnly) Will you excuse us a mo- 
ment, please? (He beckons the Dwarrs together 
and whispers) Did I hear right? Did she say she 
would stay? 

Att. (Eagerly) She did! 

Brick. Whatever shall we say? 

ALL. (Perplexed) We don’t know. 

Buick. (Turning to SNow WuitTE) Er—could 
you tell us what it’s usual to say when you're so glad 
that it almost bursts you? 

Snow Wuite. Would “Hip-hip-hurrah!” do? 

Buick. It sounds right. (Slowly) Hip-hip-hur- 
rah. 

ALL. (Solemnly trying the new word) Hip-hip- 
hurrah. (Then, deciding that it does fit their feel- 
ings, they shout it in a joyous outburst) Hip-hip- 
hurrah! 

Snow Waite. (Clapping her hands) Oh, please, 
may I say “Hip-hip-hurrah!” too? Iam so glad and 
grateful. 

ALL. Hip-hip-hurrah! 

Snow WHITE. (Remembering) But—you may 
not want me when I tell you who I am. It may be 
dangerous ... 

Buick. (Hopefully) Do you steal? 

Snow Wuite. No, not so bad as that. My name 
is Snow White. 

Brick. It sounds extremely clean. 

Snow Wuitr. This morning I was a princess. 
(She sits on Buicx’s bed to tell her story. She is 
getting sleepy again.) 

Frick. What’s a princess? 

Snow Wuite. Why, the daughter of a king and 
queen. My stepmother is Queen Brangomar. She 
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hates me so much that I’m afraid there must be 
something horrid about me.... (She 1s very 
drowsy now.) But I’m sure Prince Florimond did 
not like me... for... (She sinks back onto the bed 
and her eyes close. The Dwarrs put their fingers 
to their lips. Then she revives a little and murmurs) 
—for a year and a day ... what was I saying? 
Oh, I’m so sleepy. Please, mayn’t I tell you tomor- 
row morning? All I can think of now is “good- 
night!” 

Buick. (Softly) Good-night, Snow White! 

Snow Wuite. (Almost asleep) Good-night! 

Frick. Good-night, Snow White. 

Snow Wuite. Good—night. 

Guicx. Good-night, Snow White. 

Snow Wuite. Good... (There is a silence.) 

Buick. (Whispering) Brothers, she’s asleep. 
But she’ll stay, she'll stay! 

Aut. (Whispering) Hip-hip-hurrah! 

Fricx. I’m so happy I’m sad! 

Gutck. (Wiping away a tear with his beard) I’m 
so happy it’s making me cry! 

Snick. We're all so happy! (They all wipe their 
eyes with their beards.) 

Brick. We mustn’t wake her. Not a sound now. 
We'll be quietest in bed. (Each Dwarr creeps 
toward his bed.) 

Buick. But she’s in my bed! Well, I'll take 
Flick’s. (He moves to the next bed, jumps in and 
pulls the cothes over his head—Dwarrs always sleep 
with the bedclothes over their heads. So each of the 
others has to move up one bed. As they pop im, one 
after another, and cover their heads, they cry:) 


Fuicx. I'll take Glick’s. 
Guicx. I'll take Snick’s. 
Snicx. I'll take Plick’s. 
Puck. I'll take Whick’s. 
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Wuick. I'll take Quee’s. 

Buick. (Sitting up suddeny) Brothers, we’ve 
forgotten Quee! (They all sit bolt upright. Then in 
a whisper they call:) 

ALL. Q—u—e—e! (The cover over the water- 
barrel 1s pushed up and Quet’s head appears. He 
is very wet, but washed as clean as a new doll. ) 

Buick. Quee, she'll stay, but you'll have to sleep 
in the barrel. 

Quee. Hip-hip-hurrah! (He disappears again 
into the barrel, and—) 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE IV 
WHERE THE WITCH LIVES 


Witcu Hex lives in a queer dark place like a cavern, 
with walls of black moss. Yet it can’t be un- 
derground, for looking out through the single 
entrance that serves both for door and window 
you can see the Moon, very low and big, and 
always shining day and night. A great fire 
blazes in the middle of the floor, and over it 
stands a boiling cauldron. Against the wall ts 
a large chest, carved with strange signs, in which 
the WitcH keeps her Magic Things. 

The Witcn’s three black Cats, Lone Tait, SHORT 
Tat, and Lack TalL, are watching the caul- 
dron, and occasionally stir the brew. They are 
extraordinarily large for cats—almost as large 
as little boys. 

After a moment a shadow crosses the moon, and 
Wircu Hex flies home, riding on her broom- 
stick, a basket on her arm. 


Tue Witcx. (Alighting and setting her broom- 
stick away) There! Glad to be home at last. Where 
is Queen Brangomar? I thought she’d be here be- 
fore me with Snow White’s heart. I had to go 
half way to the Moon for the other ingredients for 
that magic hair-restorer; but I’ve got them all— 
safe in my basket. Now help me mix it. We must 
put all the other ingredients in before Brangomar 
comes. 


(The Witcw and her Cats dance round and round 
the cauldron in a mystic circle; and as HEx 
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throws the various things she has collected into 
the brew she chants:) 


Tue Macic MIxTuRE 


THE WITcH. 
A hair from the tail of the ride-a-cock Horse; 
A lace from the Old Woman’s shoe, 
A bit of the tuffet 
Of Little Miss Muffet; 
The blast that the Little Boy Blue. 
A tear of the Kittens who lost all their mittens 
When they began to cry. 
A sniff from Miss Mary 
When she was contrary; 
The plum from Jack Horner’s pie. 


A slice of green cheese from the Man in the Moon; 
The tails of the Three Blind Mice; 
A bone from the cupboard 
Of Old Mother Hubbard; 
And little girls’ sugar and spice. 


A tick from the clock of hi-diccory Dock; 
The tails of the sheep of Bo-peep; 
The eye of the Fly 
That saw Cock Robin die; 
And a “baa” from the Baa-black Sheep. 


(When she has finished the mixture, the WitcH 
sniffs the steam from the cauldron, and then 
sips a little of the brew from the ladle.) 


Tue WitcH. Tastes good, and hot enough. Yes, 
the ladle is red hot. Now that’s all except the heart. 
Set the kettle away to cool. 


(The Cats take the cauldron from the fire and set it 
in a corner.) 
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Tue Witcu. I’m chilly! It’s cold up by the 
Moon. (She tucks up her skirts and sits down com- 
fortably on the blazing fire.) Ah, that feels good! 
Nothing to do now but wait for Snow White’s heart. 
But then you sktall see what you shall see—a beauti- 
ful head of long, wavy hair for me. Ah, here’s 
Brangomar at last! 


(QuEEN BRANGoMAR enters. The Cats bow low to 
her.) 


THE Queen. Sorry to be late, dear Hexy, but 
Berthold didn’t return till morning, and then I per- 
sonally had to see that he was locked up in the Gray 
Tower. He made a frightful fuss. 

Tue Witcn. Did he bring the heart? 

THE QueEN. Yes, here it is. Oh, how I hated 
that child! 

Tue WitcH. Hair restorer’s just ready for it. 
Help me up. Don’t like to sit on the fire too long. 
I dosed off the other day and boiled over. Now the 
heart. (She takes it and hobbles to the cauldron.) 
Receipt says that when I add this the brew will turn 
a beautiful pink. Then I dip in my head, and presto! 
long and lovely hair. Now watch! (She drops the 
heart into the cauldron, which steams vigorously.) 

Tue Wirtcu. (Dancing with delight) See it 
steam ! 

Tue Queen. But it’s turning green, not pink. 

Tue Wircu. So it is! Still, there can’t be any 
mistake ; I was most careful. Well, here goes for a 
handsome head of hair. You'll hardly know me 
when you see me again. (She dips her head into the 
steaming cauldron, and then raises it proudly.) 
How’s that? Pretty fine, eh? 


(Something has surely sprouted on the WitcH’s 
bald pate. The QuEEN looks carefully, and 
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then bursts into a peal of laughter; and the Cats 
roll on the ground in mirth.) 


THE WitcH. What are you laughing at? Feels 
very thick and curly. Stop that cackling! 

THE QUEEN. (Hardly able to speak) Oh, my 
dear Hex! Ha, ha, ha! You have—ha, ha, ha!—a 
headful of pig-tails! 

Tue Wirtcu. Pig-tails? (She feels them.) Non- 
sense! It’s short and curly. 

THE QUEEN. Not pig-tails, Hexy! Your head is 
covered with little white, curly tails of pigs! 

Tue WitcH. Tails of pigs? Tails of pigs? 
(She feels the growth carefully.) By hop-scotch. 
they are pigs’ tails! Stop laughing! If the joke’s 
on anybody, it’s on you. Instead of a human heart, 
your precious huntsman has brought back the heart 
of a pig; and Miss Snow White is alive at this mo- 
ment. Ha, ha, for you! 

THE QUEEN. (Her laughter broken off short) 
What? Snow White alive? 

THE WitcH. If these are pigs’ tails, that was a 
pig’s heart. Ask your Magic Mirror if Snow White’s 
not alive. 

THE QUEEN. (Seizing the Mirror which hangs 
from her girdle) 

Mirror, mirror, in my hand, 
Who’s the fairest in the land? 

THE Mrrror. (Answering) 

You, who hold me in your hand, 
You were fairest in the land; 

But today, I answer true, 

Snow White is more fair than you. 

THE QUEEN. Snow White alive! (She starts to 
dash the Mirror to the ground.) 

THE WitcH. (Seizing it) Be careful of that 
Mirror, I tell you! 
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Mirror, mirror, truly tell, 
Where does Princess Snow White dwell? 

Tue Mrrror. 

’*Mid the ancient forest dells 
With the Seven Dwarfs she dwells. 

THe WitcH. You see? It’s perfectly clear. 
That huntsman of yours let Snow White escape, and 
brought back a pig’s heart to fool us with. Snow 
White has found the house of the Seven Dwarfs— 
and there you are, my merry lady! 

THE QueEEN. The Seven Dwarfs? Who are 
they? 

Tue WitcnH. Rather nice little men; sort of 
gnomes. Live all alone. 

THE QUEEN. (Wrapping her cloak about her) 
Where? 

Tue WitcH. Oh, ho! Intend to deal with Snow 
White yourself this time, do you? 

THE QuEEN. Where do they live? 

Tue Wircu. The usual way is about twenty 
miles over the mountains, but there’s a short cut 
through my back yard. Less than a mile that way. 

THE QUEEN. Give mea knife or a dagger, quick- 
ly! 

THe Witcu. What? Walk into the Dwarfs’ 
house, knife in hand, and crown on your head like 
that? J’d sooner dance on a hornet’s nest. 

Tue Queen. But what shall Ido? She’s alive! 
She’s more beautiful than I! Oh, my heart will 
burn itself out of my body! Tell me some way! 

Tue WitcH. Deary me! Have I got to plan it 
all out for you again? You're a nuisance. 

THe Queen. How? How? 

Tue Witcn. There’s only one safe way... 

THE QUEEN. Yes? 

Tue Wirtcu. First, I must transform you into a 
different-looking person altogether. 

THE QuEEN. And then? 
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Tue WitcuH. And then give you some means of 
disposing of Snow White. Long Tail, fetch me the 
magic Killing Things. 

THE QUEEN. Yes—yes! 


(The Cats fetch a box full of strange articles from 
the chest.) 


THe WitcH. (Examining them) Almost none 
left. The dancing slippers. When you put those 
on you dance yourself to death. But they’re too big 
for her. The doll you stick pins in. That would 
take too long. Oh, here are two good ones. The 
poisoned apple. (She holds it up.) Beautiful, isn’t 
it? The red side is poisoned, but the other is per- 
fectly good. If you want to tempt anybody, eat the 
white side yourself. But if they swallow the least 
bit of the red side, down they drop. Then, if they 
lie still while you count one hundred, they’re as dead 
as a tombstone. Or, here’s the poisoned comb. 

THE QuEEN. Let me see it! (She seizes the 
jewelled comb.) 

Tue Witcu. Put that in Snow White’s hair and 
all’s over with her. It works instantly. Which do 
you want? 

THE QuEEN. Let me have both. If I fail with 
one, I'll try the other. Oh, how my fingers itch to 
set this in her black hair! Now what disguise? 

THE Witcu. Disguise? Oh, yes! Long Tail, 
bring me the Transformation Mixtures. 


(Lone Tati brings from the chest an odd-shaped 
bottle filled with purple liquid.) 


Tue Witcu. Is this the only one left? My en- 
tire stock of magic is running out. — It’s lucky I’m 
going to retire from business next year. 
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THE QUEEN. (Attempting to snatch the bottle) 
Let me see y+. . 

Tue WitcH. Don’t snatch! Wretched man- 
ners! J’ll read the label. (She reads) ‘One tea- 
spoonful before eating.” Well, I declare, I’ve writ- 
ten out the dose most carefully, but totally forgotten 
what it changes people into. But that’s easily reme- 
died. A drop in the cauldron, and you'll see for 
yourself, Now watch! 


(She pours a few drops into the cauldron. Instantly 
a cloud of steam rises; and in the steam—dimly 
at first and then quite clearly—appears the fig- 
ure of an old and wrinkled hag in threadbare 
garments. She carries a large basket filled with 
ribbons, laces, needles, and such articles.) 


T.e WitcuH. I remember. The Old Pedlar- 
woman disguise. Just the thing! You could pre- 
tend to be selling Snow White the comb. 

THE Queen. I’d hate to look so ugly. 

Tue WitcH. Vanity is always getting in your 
way. Well, it’s all I've got. (She reads from the 
bottle) “Dose, one teaspoonful, with a peppermint 
after.’ I haven’t got a peppermint, but that was 
only to take away the taste. (She produces a spoon 
and uncorks the bottle.) 

THE QuEEN. (Hesitating) Is the taste very bad? 

Ture WitcH. Vile! Really, one of the nastiest 
tastes I ever made. Open your mouth. 

THe Queen. (Shrinking) Er—is being trans- 
formed painful? 

Tue Witcu. No--o-o-0, but unpleasant. Feels 
as though you were being turned inside out like a 
glove. Open your mouth. ; 

THE QueEN. I think, on the whole, I’ll wait till 
tomorrow. You see, I have an important tea-party 
at Court this afternoon, and... 
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THe WitcH. Oh, ho! Cowardy, cowardy cus- 
tard! Here, Cats, here’s sport for you. Get the 
black mantle. 


(From the chest the Cats whisk a large black cloth 
embroidered with strange symbols, and ad- 
vance toward the QUEEN.) 


THE QUEEN. What are they going to do? 

Tue WitcH. Wrap you up so that you can’t 
scratch while I pour this down your throat. 

THE QueEEN. But I’m not ready! I must go 
home first! 


(She makes a dash for the door, but the Cats are 
before her. Then begins a lively chase about 
the cave, the QUEEN running and dodging, the. 
Cats following and trying to throw the mantle 
over her head. The Witcu enjoys it all hugely, 
crying: “Run, Brangomar!” “Catch her, Long 
Tail!” “Catch her, Lack Tail!” and slapping 
her knees with delight till she is quite out of 
breath. At last the Cats succeed in cornering 
the QuEEN, and throw the mantle over her 
head.) 


Tue WitcH. Well done, Cats, well done! Trip 
her up and hold her down. 


(This the Cats do. Then the Wrrcx sits on the 
squirming QUEEN; and, humming happily to 
herself, pours out a spoonful of the mixture.) 


THE Witcx. Now, where is her mouth? 

THE QUEEN. (In a smothered voice) I won't 
take it! I won't! 

Tue Witcu. Oh, there it is! Thank you. Bran- 
gomar. (She pours the dose through the cloth into 
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the QuEEN’s mouth; and as the QUEEN writhes she 
goes on) I know it tastes bad, but nothing to make 
such a fuss about. (Suddenly she holds up a warn- 
ing finger) I feel her changing! Do you? (The 
Cats nod.) Done! Up with her, off with the man- 
tle, and let’s see the result. 


(The Cats draw off the mantle. Lo! the QuEEN 
has been transformed into the likeness of the 
old PepLar-WomaN, just as it appeared in the 
steam, basket of wares and all.) 


Tue Witcu. Splendid! Wouldn't recognize 
you myself, Brangomar. Wasn’t half as bad as you 
thought it would be, was it? 

Tue Peptar-Woman. (Crossly) It was awful! 
Why—is this my voice? 

Tue Witcu. Of course. Different voice with 
every disguise. 

THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. I’mall cramps, too. How 
do I change back ? 

THe Witcu. Dear me; lucky you thought to ask. 
I might have forgotten. Just sing: 

“Peas porridge hot, 
Peas porridge cold 
but sing it backwards, like this: 
“Old days nine, 
Pot in the porridge peas, 
Cold porridge peas, 
Hot porridge peas.” 
That turns you right side out again. 

Tur PEDLAR-WoMAN. I must remember. Let 
me see:—“Old days nine...” (But the WitcH 
claps her hand over Brancomar’s mouth.) 

Tue Witcu. Gracious, woman, don’t say it yet! 
We'd have all this to do over again. Really, you are 
the most senseless ! Here, take the apple and 
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the comb and be off with you. I’ve had quite enough 
of you for one day. 

THE Peptar-Woman. Now for Snow White! 
Oh, Hex, once I see her lying dead—dead before my 
own eyes... 

Tue WitcH. (Interrupting) If you use the ap- 
ple, don’t forget to count one hundred! 

THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. It will be the happiest mo- 
ment of my life! 

Tur Witcu. Nasty disposition! 

THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. (Going to the door) You 
shan’t escape me this time, my little beauty! You 
have no foolish Berthold to deal with now, but 
Brangomar, Brangomar her very self! (And off 
she strides toward the house of the SEVEN Dwarrs.) 


(Left alone with her Cats, the WitcH goes to the 
blazing fire and again sits down upon it.) 


THE WitcuH. Poor little Snow White! I’m really 
sorry for her. J don’t bear her any ill will in spite 
of my pigs’ tails. Long Tail, my looking-glass. 


(Lone Tait brings the looking-glass, and Witcu 
HEx studies her new appearance carefully.) 


Tue Witcx. Oh, not so bad, after all! They’re 
quite becoming; sure to keep their curl in the damp- 
est weather, and certainly the very latest thing! 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE V 


In TuE HousE oF THE SEVEN DwarFs 


The room is the same as before, but quite trans- 
formed by SNow Waits’s housekeeping. It 
shines with cleanness. There are white cover- 
lets on all the beds, curtains at the window, and 
flowers on the window-sill. Snow WHITE'S 
silver dress has been carefully put away, and she 
wears a frock of squirrel skins, trimmed with 
bright leaves. 

It is early in the morning, and the Dwarrs are just 
starting off for the day’s work. Each carries a 
neat basket of luncheon, which Snow WHITE 
has put up; and each wears a bright bow tic 
which she has made. They are so proud of 
these ties that they part their beards over thew 
shoulders to show them. 

Snow WuHuiteE has just finished tying QuEE’s bow. 
She pats it into shape, kisses him, and says: 


Snow WuiteE. There! Off you go! 

Bricx. Couldn’t you please give us all another 
kiss ? 

Snow Wuite. (Merrily) No, indeed! 

Frick. Just one? 

Snow Wuite. Not one! 

Gutcx. A little one? 

Snow Wuite. No! That’s the rule: one a day, 
morning or night, but not both. 

Brick. You see none of us ever, er—should I 
say “ate” or “tasted” ?—a kiss tili you came; so per- 
haps we are a little eager about them. 
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Snow Wuite. I should say you were! Why, 
you’re perfect children about kisses and games. 

Buick. That comes of our being dwarfs. You 
see, no dwarf is ever born till he’s fifty. So, as 
we've never been young, we enjoy games all the 
more now. 

Snow Waite. Oh, I understand; but I mustn’t 
spoil you. And that reminds me, you’re not to come 
home any more in the middle of the morning to play 
games. Tuesday you came back at eleven, Wednes- 
day at ten, and yesterday at nine! What sort of a 
way to work is that? 

Bick. (Penitently) I know, but... 

Snow WuitEe. Now not a moment before five 
today, because—(She beckons them together and 
whispers)—this is a secret—I’m going to make a 
cake with pink sugar frosting for supper. Now, off 
with you! 

Buick. Well, brothers, ready! Today we go into 
the forest for firewood. March! 


(In their usual military file the Dwarrs march off 
into the forest. SNow WHITE stands in the 
doorway, waving her hand after them till they 
are out of sight. Then with a sigh of content 
she returns to the room.) 


Snow Wuite. Oh, I’m so happy here. I’ve 
never been so happy in all my life. Of course, I 
miss my dear Maids of Honor and the others; but 
the Dwarfs are so funny and loving and kind. (She 
looks out of the door again.) It’s a beautiful day. 
(With a little pensive sigh) I wonder if I shall ever 
see Prince Florimond again. (But she checks her- 
self sharply.) Stop that, Snow White! You won- 
der about him much too often! Remember, you're 
not a Princess any more, only just housekeeper to 
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the Seven Dwarfs. You must forget all about the 
other things. Now for that cake! (And she fetches 
the mixing bowl.) 


(As she turns away QUEEN BRANGOMAR, disguised 
as the old PEDLAR-WoMAN, peers cautiously 
through the window. Seeing that Snow WHITE 
is alone, she leans over the sill.) 


THe PepLar-Woman. Good morning, dearie. 

er, Wuiute. (Her hand springing to her heart) 
O ! 

Tue PepLar-WomaN. Did I frighten you, dearie? 
No harm in an old Pedlar-woman. 

Snow Wuite. You did startle me. 

Tue Peptar-Woman. So that’s the way you 
pass your time in the forest, is it? cooking and eat- 
ing and eating and ‘cooking! What a thing it is to 
be rich. 

Snow Wuite. But I’m not rich. I suppose I’m 
very poor. 

Tue Peptar-WomaNn. I’ve come a weary way. 
I'm that worn and footsore . . . 

Snow Wuirte. Oh, do come in! I’m so sorry. 

Tue Peptar-Woman. (Entering) Thank you, 
dearie. I’ll just bar the door behind me for fear of 
the rheumatic drafts. I’ve been wandering days and 
days in this forest, and never met a soul to buy the 
least trinket of me. 

Snow Waite. I’m afraid I don’t think a deserted 
forest is a very good place to sell things. 

Tur PepLar-WomaNn. But you'll buy some little 
thing, my pet; some pretty little thing. 

Snow Wuite. I’m awfully sorry, but. . . 

Tue Peptar-Woman. Don’t any of my wares 
tempt you? And cheap !—really costs more to sell 
’em than they’re worth. Look, sweetheart ! 
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Here’s ribbons and laces, 
And gentlemen’s braces, 
A feather as white as foam; 
An outfit for cross-stitch, 
The egg of an ostrich, 
And oh, what a beautiful comb, 
That comb! 
Just see, what a beautiful comb! 


Here’s powder and patches, 
And Lucifer matches, 
A motto with “Home Sweet Home,” 
And trimmings for frockings, 
And stockings with clockings ; 
But nothing so fine as this comb, 
This comb! 
Just look, what a beautiful comb! 


Snow WuiteE. They’re very attractive, but I’ve 
no money. 

THE PEDLAR-WomMan. Now that’s too bad, dearie. 
I don’t hardly feel as if I could go without leaving 
some little thing behind me. Rather make you a 
present than... 

Snow Wuite, Oh, I couldn’t take a present 
from you. I ought to be giving you something in- 
stead. 

THE PEDLAR-Woman. You gave me kind words 
and bid me in friendly. T’ll tell you what, if you’ve 
no money I’ll make you a free gift, sweetheart. 

Snow Wuite. I couldn't really ! 

THE PepLar-Woman. I’m set on it, my lamb, set 
on it! Name your choice and yours it shall be. . 
Now what do you say to this comb? 

SNow Wuitr. That? Why, that’s the finest 
thing you have. 


Tue Peptar-Woman. Just why I give it to you, 
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my dear. And lovely it will look, a-shining in your 
black hair. 

Snow Wuite. (Shrinking away) No, no! I 
couldn’t take anything so valuable! 

Tue PEDLAR-WoMAN. Come, dearie, just let me 
put it in for you, and then if you don’t like the look 
of it—well, I’ll say no more and be on my way. 

Snow Wuite. I should like to see how it looks— 
just for fun. 

Tue Peptar-Woman. That’s my sweetheart. 
Now sit you down—(Snow WHITE sits on a stool) 
—and shut your eyes so you shan’t peep till it’s in. 
Are they shut? 

Snow WuitE. (Laughing) Yes, tight shut! 

Tue Pepiar-Woman. Then, here goes! (But 
just as she is about to insert the comb, Snow WHITE 
Springs up again.) 

Snow Wuite. No! I’d better not even see how 
it looks. I’d be tempted to keep it, and I mustn't. 
No-thank-you-very-much ! 

Tue PEDLAR-WoMAN. Oh, dearie! Don’t break 
my heart with your ingratitude. 

Snow WuitE. Well, if you're really set on giv- 
ing me something, I’ll take—a spool of thread. 

THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. Wait, wait! I’ve some- 
thing better than that. Look—a lovely apple, with a 
cheek as red as your own! I’d like a bite of it my- 
self. You'd not be too proud to divide with an old 
pedlar-woman, would you, my lamb? Here, you 
take the pretty red half, and I'll take the white. (She 
splits the apple, and gives Snow WHITE one part.) 
Now that’s what I call an apple! Taste it, dearie. 

Sxow Wuuite. I don’t usually eat between meals, 
but—well, thank you. (She bites the apple. Sud- 
denly she grasps her throat, whirls about once, falls, 
and then les quite still.) 

Tue PEDLAR-WOMAN. (Watches her for a mo- 
ment, then cries exultingly) Ah, ha! So, my dear 
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step-daughter, Queen Brangomar laughs last, after 
all! Now to count one hundred while the poison 
works. (And she begins to count) One, two, three, 
four, five—— (Suddenly she stops to listen.) 
What’s that? 


(Steps are heard outside the little house. They come 
nearer. There 1s a knock at the door.) 


Buick. (Outside) Snow White, it’s us, the 
Dwarfs. Open the door. (He knocks again.) 

THe PepLAR-Woman. (/n terror) The Dwarfs! 
They’ll tear me to pieces if they find me here. I 
must hide her! Where, where? 


(She looks about for a place to hide SNow Wuite, 
then drags the big table over her and pulls the 
tablecloth down. Meantime the DwarrFs are 
knocking more and more impatiently.) 


Buick. Please open, Snow White. We haven’t 
come back for games, honestly. We want to go 
down into the mines. 


(The PepLar-Woman crouches along the wall, look- 
ing for some way to escape.) 


Fiick. (Outside, calling) Snow White! 

Guickx. (Calling) Snow White! 

ALL THE Dwarrs. (Calling together) Snow 
White! 

Buick. Brothers, there’s something wrong! The 
window ! 


(The Dwarrs run to the window and look in. They 
see the crouching PEDLAR-WoMAN. ) 


Peptar-Woman. (Realizing that she is caught, 
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ducking and curtseying) Oh, it’s you, my little gen- 
tlemen! 

Buick. Open the door! 

PepLar-WoMAN. Yes, indeed, your honors! At 
once, your honors ! (But as she goes to unbar the 
door she continues to count under her breath) 
7 poe” twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty- 
our... 

Buick. (Beating on the door) Quickly, I tell 
you! 

Tue Peptar-WomaAN. Yes, your honors! 


(She throws the door open. The Dwarrs rush in 
fiercely, their knives drawn, and surround her.) 


Buick. What are you doing here? 

Frick. Where is Snow White? 

Tue PepLar-Woman. Safe and sound, my little 
gentleman. But I’ve scarce breath to tell you. Just 
give me thirty seconds—or thirty-one or thirty-two 
or thirty-three . 

Brick. What are you mumbling? 

Tue Peptar-Woman. I was passing by with my 
basket o’ wares—(BLiIcK makes a threatening ges- 
ture and she hurries on with a little cry)—just pass- 
ing—when your sweet little lady calls me to step in. 

Brick. Where is she now? 

Tuer Peptar-Woman. She went into the forest 
on an errand, and bid me mind the house till she got 
back. 

Buick. Errand? What errand? 

Prick. She’d never leave the house with you! 

Fiicx. How long has she been gone? 

THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. A matter of seconds, your 
honor. Fifty seconds, maybe, or fifty-one or fifty- 
two or fifty-three or fifty-four .... 

Buick. Well, you need stay no longer. Go! 

THe Peptar-Woman. Yes, your honors. Cer- 
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tainly, your honors. (She goes curtseying to the 
door, but turns to say) Could you tell a poor ped- 
dling body how far it might be to the next town? Is 
it fifty-five miles now, or fifty-six, or fifty-seven, 
Ofii. wi 
Buick. (Starting toward her fiercely) Be off, or 
we'll lay hands on you! 


(With a little scream the PEDLAR-WOMAN darts out 
and shuts the door; but she sticks her head in 
again to say:) 


THE PEDLAR-WoMAN. Before I go, my kind little 
gentlemen, let me give you an old gypsy-woman’s 
blessing. It’s a little rhyme, like. (And she chants:) 

“Old days nine, 
Pot the in porridge peas, 
Cold porridge peas, 
Hot porridge peas.” 


(As she says the last words she claps the door shut. 
But the transforming charm works instantly ; 
and it 1s QUEEN BRANGOMAR in her royal robes 
who, with a mocking laugh, sweeps past the win- 
dow and rushes off into the forest, still counting 
as she goes: “Fifty-eight, fifty-nine, sixty .. .” 
till her voice dies away in the distance. For a 
moment the Dwarrs stand amazed. Then 
BLIckK cries out:) 


Brick. Brothers! That wasn’t a pedlar-woman! 

Frick. It looked like a queen! 

Brick. Was it magic? Brothers, something is 
wrong! You, you and you follow. and seize her! 
And you, you and you search for Snow White. I 
will stay here in case she might come back. 


(Six of the Dwarrs rush out, leaving Buicx alone.) 
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Buick. But it’s not like Snow White to be fright- 
ened and run away. I wonder . 


(Suddenly he spies something on the floor near the 
table. it is one of SNOw WHITE'S slippers that 
came off when she fell.) 


Brick. What’s that? Her slipper! (He calls 
loudly) Brothers, brothers! She is here! Here is 
her slipper! Search the house! 


(The Dwarrs rush back into the room and begin to 
seek under the beds and behind the pump; but 
Frick pulls up the tablecloth, and cries out:) 


Frick. Look! Here she is! 


(They move the table away and kneel about SNOw 
Wuute. Buicx raises her head on his knee.) 


Guicx. Is she hurt? 

Prick. She has fainted. 

GuicK. Unlace her bodice. 

Buick. It is loose. Is she breathing? 
Guick. Water! Get water! Quick! 


THE CURTAIN FALLS RAPIDLY 


(After a moment it rises again. It is moonlight 
now; and the DWARFS, with lighted lanterns, 
are grouped around the bed on which they have 
laid SNow Wuite. All day long they have 
tried to revive her. They have bathed her face 
with water and wine, and chafed her hands and 
feet without avail. After a long silence Biicx 
speaks.) 


Buicx. There is no hope, my brothers. There is 
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nothing more to do. Our Snow White is dead. 
(Another stillness.) 

Frick. Yet see, her lips have not paled, and her 
skin is still as fair as snow. I cannot bear to think 
of hiding her away in the black ground. 

Wuick. Nor I. 

Buick. Brothers, let us make her a coffin all of 
crystal, so that we may see her always. 

Frick. Yes. And set it in the dell where she 
used to go for flowers. 

Biicx. And watch over her there, day and night, 
all our lives long. 

Fick. This we will do. 

Buick. We will never leave you, Snow White! 


(One by one they kneel about her silently.) 
AGAIN THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE VI 


Tue THRONE RooM OF THE PALACE 


(Sir Danpiprat is standing in the middle of the 
room, surrounded by all the Maips oF Honor. 
He looks puzzled and distressed.) 


Rosatys. (To Sir DaNpIPRAT) Of course it’s 
today that Snow White is coming home. That’s why 
we're wearing our best clothes. 

AMELOTTE. It’s a year and a day today. 

CHRISTABEL. We thought you knew. 

Str DANDIPRAT. Dear me! Are you sure? It’s 
most important. 

CHRISTABEL. She went away to school on the 
twentieth of June. 

Rosatys. Last year. 

AsToLaine. And today is the twenty-first. 

Rosatys. This year. 

CHRISTABEL. So it must be a year and a day to- 
day. 

Srr DANpDIPRAT. Pooh, that’s not the way to 
reckon it. It ought to be done by arithmetic. Let 
me see—— (He shuts his eyes and repeats:) 

“Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and .. .” 

CurIsTABEL. That’s no use! 

Sir DANpIPRAT. Oh, I know—I know now! 
How many days are there in a year ? 

Rosatys. (Hiding a smile) Three hundred and 
sixty-five, usually. 

Str DANDIPRAT. I’ve got it now! Quiet! Quiet! 
I take June twentieth—(He writes on his tablet with 
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his gold pencil), and add three hundred and sixty- 
five. She ought to arrive on June the three-hun- 
dred-and-eighty-fifth, Hm—that can’t be right. 
It’s most puzzling! 

Rosatys. Prince Florimond comes today, too. 

Str DANDIPRAT. What? Prince Florimond, too? 

ASTOLAINE. Of course—to be engaged to Snow 
White. 

Sik DanpipraT. The Prince coming, and nothing 
arranged—nothing! Nobody ever tells me anything 
at this Court. He may be here any moment, and all 
the army out hunting for Berthold, and the Dukes 
and Duchesses scattered all over the lawn playing 
croquet! Where are they? I shall go distracted! 
I shall go distracted! (He hurries out onto the Ter- 
race, and turns first to the right, then to the left, 
then to the right again, before he can make up his 
foolish old mind, and waddles out of sight.) 

ASTOLAINE. I didn’t really believe a year and a 
day would ever be over. Did you? 

Rosatys. Just think how much Snow White will 
know. 

CHRISTABEL. I hope she’ll know more than the 
Queen. 

ASTOLAINE. And asks questions the Queen can’t 
answer. 

ERMENGARDE. Wouldn’t that be fun! 

CHRISTABEL. I hope she gets here before the 
Prince does. What do you think he’ll say to Snow 
White when he does come? 

Rosatys. Why, of course he’ll say, “Princess, I 
love you to distractedness. I should like to marry 
you at once, please.” 

Guinivere. Oh! And what will she say? 

Rosatys. Probably she’ll say: “I should be very 
much obliged.” 

ASTOLAINE. And that’s that! 
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(Sir Danoiprat’s voice is heard on the Terrace, ex- 
claiming, “Really, I shall go distracted!” and 
he bustles in again, followed by all the DuKEs 
and DUCHESSES, whom he hastily arranges in 
their proper places about the room.) 


Sir DanprpraT. The Prince is here! The Prince 
is here! We're keeping his Highness waiting! 
Quickly, quickly, my dear Dukes and Duchesses. 
Quickly, quickly! 


(A trumpet sounds, and PRINCE FLORIMOND enters, 
followed by his Paces. The Courtiers bow 
low.) 


Srr DanpipraT. I’m sorry to have kept your 
Highness waiting. I'll inform the Queen at once. 
She’s been expecting you all the morning. Just a 
moment, your Highness. (As he makes for the door 
he whispers to CHRISTABEL) Where is the Queen ? 

CurisTABEL. Try in front of all the looking- 
glasses ! 

Sir Danprprat. (Shocked) Most disrespectful ! 
You will drive me distracted—distracted! (He 
waddles off to find the QUEEN.) 

Tue Prince. Has the Princess returned? 

Rosatys. (Curtseying) Not yet, your High- 
ness, but we expect her every moment. 

Tue Prince. Is she well? 

Rosatys. I don’t know, your Highness. She 
hasn’t written to us since she went away. 

Tue Prince. Not a single letter? 


(Sir DanpIpRAT re-appears and announces:) 


Sir Danpirat. Her Majesty, the Queen. 
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(QUEEN BRANGOMAR enters ; and with a haughty nod 
to the PRINCE, sweeps to the throne.) 


THE QuEEN. I totally forgot you were coming 
today, Florimond. Stupid of me. Poor boy, I’ve 
sad news for you. [ ought to have written, but I 
hated to distress you. I deeply regret to say that 
Snow White is dead. 

THE Prince. Snow White—dead... ! 

THE QuEEN. It happened at boarding-school. 

THE Prince. (Crying out) Snow White.. . 
EAC acca at 

THE QueEEN. I sent at least eighteen doctors, but 
it was useless. 


(The Prince sinks sobbing on the steps of the 
throne.) 


THE QUEEN. Pray don’t distress yourself. Every- 
thing possible has been done. I built a splendid 
monument over her grave, a tall, gilded shaft sur- 
rounded by four groups of (Suddenly she sees 
the stern figure of BErtHoLD. He has been stand- 
ing silent and unnoticed in the doorway. She cries 
out) Berthold! 

BERTHOLD. (Advancing) Yes, Berthold! Berth- 
old, come to punish you! 

THE QUEEN. Seize him! Arrest him! Dandi- 
prat, the soldiers.! 

Sir DanvipraT. I’m awfully sorry, your Majesty, 
but the soldiers are all out hunting for him! 

BerTHoip. I fear neither your soldiers nor your 
witchcraft now. No army, no court, no kingdom 
will be yours when I have told my tale. 

THE QuEEN. (Shrieking) Don’t listen to him! 
He is mad! I imprisoned him because he was mad. 

BERTHOLD. No, for fear that I should tell of 
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your wickedness. But I escaped. I tunnelled under 

the tower, and fled back to the forest to search for 

Snow White. Last night, in a secret dell, 1 found— 

(His voice falters.) 

; i Prince. (Rising with a cry) You found 
er! 

BerTHoLp. Ycs. But she lay in a coffin all made 
of shining crystal, as fair as if she were but asleep. 
And guarding her, day and night, were Seven 
Dwarfs. 

THE QueEN. But she is dead? 

BERTHOLD. Yes, and you did the deed! 

THE QuEEN. (Trying to regain her self-control) 
Nonsense! The man is quite mad. Snow White 
died at boarding-school. I tell you, I made the ar- 
rangements myself. 

BERTHOLD. With that lie on your lips,—look! 


(The Seven Dwarrs appear on the Terrace bearing 
Snow Wuite’s crystal coffin covercd with a pall 
of flowers. They march slowly into the room.) 


THE QUEEN. (Cowering on her throne) The 
Dwarfs! Merciful stars, what are they bringing? 
No! No! Take it away! Take it away! You 
shall not bring her here! You shall not! 


(Rushing from the throne, the QuEEN hurls her- 
self on the Dwarrs to prevent their setting 
down the coffin. So sudden is her onslaught 
that they cannot resist; and with a crash of 
crystal the coffin is overturned. With a cry of 
horror the Dwarrs surround it, and the Cour- 
TIERS crowd about them. 

(For a moment the QUEEN stands apart. She setzes 
the Magic Mirror that hangs at her girdle, and 
with trembling lips whispers: ) 
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THE QUEEN. 
Mirror, Mirror, in my hand, 
Who’s the fairest in the land? 


(What the Mirror answers will never be known, for 
hardly has it begun to speak when, with a cry of 
rage, the QuEEN dashes it into a thousand 
pieces on the floor. Suddenly she clasps her 
hands over her face, sinks to her knees with a 
moan, and draws her veil close. 

(And now there is a gasp of wonder from the Cour- 
TIERS, and ROSALYS voice cries:) 


Rosatys. Oh, look! Snow White! She’s breath- 
ing! 


(The group parts, and SNow Waite, half sup- 
ported by the Dwarks, is seen to stir.) 


Tue Prince. (Rushing to her) Snow White! 
My beloved! (He kneels beside her and raises her 
head.) 

Snow WHITE. (With a deep sigh) Oh, it was 
such a long dream. I dreamed that I was dead. It 
was all dark and still. I could not move or see. 
Then, just now, came a great crash, and this loos- 
ened in my throat—why, see! It’s a little piece 
of apple !—and I woke up. Or am I dreaming now? 
No, there are my Dwarfs. And Rosalys and Chris- 
tabel and... Where am I? (With a cry of fear 
she struggles to her feet.) This is the palace! The 
Queen will find me! Hide me, brothers, I’m afraid! 

BERTHOLD. (Pouncing upon the cowering QUEEN) 
She shall never harm you again, my Princess! What 
shall her punishment be? Let us starve her in the 
Gray Tower as she would have starved my children. 

Buick. I’ll make her a pair of red-hot iron shoes 
to dance in at your wedding. 
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DanoipraT. I{ J might suggest... 


(But the QuEEN, writhing from BERTHOLD’S grasp, 
creeps to SNow WHITE and makes an imploring 
gesture.) 


Snow Wuite. Hush, please. I think she wants 
to speak to me. 

THe QuEEN. Yes, to you alone! 

Snow Wuirte. She wants to speak to me alone. 
Please let her. 

BEerTHOLD. Be careful, Princess! 

Snow Wuite. I’m not afraid any more. 


(The others withdraw a little, leaving SNow WHITE 
and the QUEEN together.) 


Tre Queen. (In a muffled voice) Oh, Snow 
White, my punishment has come! I broke the Mir- 
ror, and my beauty is gone forever ! 

Snow Wuite. The Mirror? 

THe QueEN. Oh, forgive me. I shall never be 
jealous of you again. Only let me go away where 
no one can ever see my face. You shall be Queen 
now. Here is the crown. (She thrusts it into SNow 
Wuite’s hand.) 

Snow Wuite. (Wonderingly) I to be Queen? 
But you... ! 

THE QuEEN. You don’t believe me? Then look, 
—pbut oh, let no one else see! (She lifts her veil a 
litile, so that SNow WHITE alone can see her face.) 

Snow Waite. Oh, how dreadful! Poor Bran- 
gomar! I forgive you. I pity you from the bottom 
of my heart! (She turns to the others.) Please let 
the Queen go away. She wants to go far away. 

BertHoip. (Barring the way) Unpunished ? 
Never, your Highness! 

Aut. Never, never! 
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Snow Wuite. I beseech you. She will never 
harm anyone again. I answer for her. Let her go. 


(Reluctantly the CourTIERS make way. The QuEEN 
kisses the hem of Snow Wuite’s dress; and 
then, her veil drawn close, stumbles toward the 
door. 

(But just as she reaches the Terrace, who should ap- 
pear there but WitcH Hex. She looks very 
different now. Instead of her red cloak and 
pointed hat she wears a neat black-silk dress and 
bonnet. On her arm she carries a basket in 
which are three ordinary-sized black cats.) 


THe Witcu. (Stopping the QuEEN) Highty- 
tighty, what’s all this? 

THE QUEEN. (Clinging to her) Oh, Witch Hex! 

ALL. (In consternation) Witch Hex! The 
Witch! 

THE WitcH. Don’t be frightened; not Witch 
Hex any more! Just Miss Hex now. Gave up 
magic for good and all day before yesterday, burned 
all my charms, shrunk my cats to their natural size 
and retired. Perfectly respectable old lady now. 
But whatever have you been doing to Brangomar? 

THE Queen. Oh, Hex, I broke the Magic Mir- 
ror. 

Tue Witcu. And turned ugly, eh? I told you 
you would some day. Well, serves you right. Let’s 
see. (She tries to lift the QuEEN’s veil.) 

THE QUEEN. (Preventing her) Oh, no, no, no! 

THE WitcH. Oh, yes, yes, yes! You were fond 
enough of showing your face before. Turn about’s 
fair play. (She snatches off the veil.) 


(The QuEEN has surely turned ugly, but it is a funny 
kind of ugliness. None of her features have 
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changed except her nose, but that has grown 
enormous—almost a foot long, and very red.) 


Tue Witcu. (Cackling with laughter) My stars 
and garters! What a nose! What a nose! 

: Seo Wuite. (Appealingly) Don’t laugh at 
er! 

Tue Queen. Oh, Hex, can’t you help me? 

Tue Witcu. Afraid not. The only way to be 
beautiful without magic is to be good. Who are 
all these fine folks? 

Sir DANDpIPRAT. (Strutting forward importantly) 
Allow me to present 

Tue Witcu. (Waving him away) Shoo! old 
turkey-cock ! 





(Meantime the QuzEEN creeps quietly away, and is 
never seen or heard of again.) 


Tue Witcu. You must be Snow White. How- 
ever did you come alive? Brangomar told me you 
ate the poisoned apple. Glad it didn’t work, but 
why didn’t it? 

Snow Wuirte. (Smiling) 1 think the greedy 
bite I took must have stuck in my throat; and just 
now something happened, and it got joggled out. 

Tur Witcu. Glad of it. Always was sorry for 
you. Who’s this nice boy? Oh, Prince Florimond, 
of course. I can guess why you're here. Well, is 
the betrothal all arranged? (Snow WHITE hangs 
her head, and the Prince blushes furiously. ) Em- 
barrassed, eh? Well, I don’t know of any better 
use for bold old people than to help shy young peo- 

le. Where’s the ring, young man? Oh, come! 
I’ll wager you’ve been carrying it about for a year. 
Cr Prince Frorimonp produces the ring.) 
our hand, Snow White! , 
Snow Wuire. Please, do you think I ought to— 
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yet? You see, I didn’t get to school to be educated 
and 3°)" 

Tue Witcu. What has education got to do with 
marrying? I know almost everything, and here I 
am, single as a lamp-post! Put the ring on, Flori- 
mond. (The PrINcE does so.) Now, young man, 
lead her to the throne and crown her properly, and 
we'll all swear allegiance to our new little Queen. 


(With stately grace the PRINCE leads SNow WHITE 
to the throne, and reverently sets the crown on 
her head. Then he kneels before her, and all 
the CourTiErRS follow his example, and all the 
trumpets in the palace blare. Rising and un- 
sheathing his sword, the PRINCE crtes:) 


Tue Prince. Love and homage to our little 
Queen! 

Att (In a great shout) Love and homage to 
our little Queen! 

Snow WuiTE. (Brushing away a happy tear) 
Oh, please . . . please! 


(During all this the Dwarrs have withdrawn shyly 
to the farthest corner of the room; but now 
Buick, clearing his throat and summoning all 
his courage, cries:) 


Biicx. Brothers! March! 


(In military order the Dwarrs march to the throne. 
Some of them think they ought to kneel, and 
some of them think not; so they wobble for a 
moment and then stand still.) 





Buick. (Stammering) Your—er—er—your. 
(He gives it up, and bursts out) Please tell us what 
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to call you? You see, we’ve never met a Queen 
before. 

Snow Wuite. Oh, brothers, call me only Snow 
White—always and always! 

Brick. Snow White, may we go now? 

Snow WuitTE. Go? Where? 

Buick. To fetch you our wedding present—all 
our gold and jewels. We'll make you the richest 
Queen in the whole world. 

Snick. And then back to our lonely house. 

Fricx. And those suppers! 

Guicx. And those beds! 

Snow Wuite. No, no! You must stay with me 
always. 

Buick. (Hanging his head) But we are—dwarts. 

Snow Wuite. There are no braver men in my 
kingdom! You shall be my bodyguard, and Berth- 
old shall be your Captain. 

Buicx. What do you say, brothers? 

Quer. / say, “Hip, hip, hurrah!” 

ALL THE Dwarrs. Hip, hip, hurrah! 

THE Witcu. Dear me! I quite enjoy being re- 
spectable! And J can’t see why you shouldn’t live 
happily ever after. 

Rosatys. Oh, Princess, if I don’t dance, I shall 
just die! 

CuristTaBEL. And so shall I! 

ALL THE Marps oF Honor. So shall I! So shall 
I! 

Snow Wuite. (To the Prince) May Queens 
dance, too, when they are very, very happy? 

THe Prince. Do you remember the first words 
I ever said to you? 

“Lady, do you think that I 
Might dance too? I’d like to try.” 

Snow Wuite. And I answered: 

“I was honing you might be 
Tempted to join in—with me.” 
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(She gives him her hand, and they all whirl off 
into a gay and happy DANCE; even the DwarFs 
—who never could learn—hopping solemnly for 


joy, as—) 
THE CURTAIN FALLS 


P. S. Snow White and Prince Florimond did 
live happily ever after, as the Witch had pre- 
dicted. 


NOTES TO THE PRODUCER 


ScENES AND CpsTUMES: 

The scenes of “Snow White” are sufficiently de- 
scribed in the text and diagrams. They may be 
varied in detail at the discretion, and resources, of 
the producer. 

The costumes may be of any picturesque period. 
CHARACTERS : 

Two of the Maids of Honor (Ursula and Lyn- 
ette), the Pages to the Prince, the Flunkies, the 
Dukes and Duchesses, and two of the Cats may be 
omitted if it is desired to shorten the cast. 

Queen Brangomar, Sir Dandiprat, Berthold, 
Witch Hex, the Dukes and Duchesses and the Flunk- 
ies should, for best effect, be played by grown-up 
persons. The other parts are intended to be taken 
by children. 

EFFECTS : 
The Appearance of the Witch, Scene I, p. 29. 

In the professional performance the Witch made 
her first appearance through a circular “trap” cut in 
the floor of the stage. If this is not practicable, the 
Witch should run onto the stage during the moment 
of darkness, and crouch down under her cloak. 
When the light returns she rises slowly, thus giving 
the effect of coming up through the floor. 

The Smoke is imitated by what is called “Chemi- 
cal Steam,” a harmless compound, for sale by deal- 
ers in theatrical properties. It is piped to the center 
of the stage through a rubber tube, and forced up 
by a pump, which is part of the “Chemical Steam” 
apparatus. Or the effect may be omitted altogether. 
The Brown Bird, Scene II, p. 39. 

The flight of the Brown Bird is managed by 
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swinging a small stuffed bird across the scene on an 
invisible thread. Or Snow White may merely ap- 
pear to see the bird in the treetops above the vision 
of the audience. 

Entrance of the Dwarfs, Scene III, p. 46. 

In the professional performance the Dwarfs en- 
tered through a “trap” cut in the stage. But all 
their entrances and exits may be made, with equal 
effect, through the door of the hut. 

Washing of Quee, Scene III, p. 53. 

The large barrel, or hogshead, in which Quee is 
supposed to be washed should be set against the side 
of the scene. (See scene diagram.) Holes are cut 
through both barrel and scene, so that Quee may 
creep out of the barrel, without being seen by the 
audience, before water is pumped into it. The spout 
of the pump should run through the wall of the 
scene, so that water can be poured into it from off- 
stage when the pumping begins. The water is 
caught in an ordinary pail placed in the bottom of 
the barrel. 

The Fire in the Witch’s Cavern, Scene IV, p. 59. 

This is made like a “gypsy” (or outdoor) fire, by 
laying charred sticks around a center bed of broken 
pieces of red and yellow glass (or crumpled sheets 
of red and yellow gelatine), illuminated from inside 
by an electric bulb. This gives the effect of a blazing 
fire, and yet the Witch may sit on it with perfect 
safety. 

The cauldron ladle is painted red to look as though 
it were red hot. 

The steam from the cauldron is the same “Chem- 
ical Steam’ above described. 

The Witch’s Pigs’ Tails, Scene IV, p. 61. 

The Witch acquires a head full of pigs’ tails by 
merely slipping over her bald wig, as she dips her 
head into the cauldron, a flesh-colored skull cap, to 
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which is sewed a number of twisted ribbons, stuffed 

to imitate the small and curly tails of pigs. 

The Apparition of the Pedlar-Woman in the Steam, 
Scene IV, p. 65. 

In the professional performance this was contrived 
by throwing from a magic-lantern onto the rising 
steam a photograph (in costume) of the actress who 
took the part of the Pedlar. This effect is, however, 
difficult to manage. It is thoroughly effective if the 
Witch and Queen merely peer into the cauldron and 
pretend to see there the image of the Pedlar-Woman. 
The Transformation of the Queen into the Pedlar- 

Woman, Scene IV, p. 67. 

This is easily managed. The Pedlar-Woman is 
played by a different actress from the Queen. It is 
desirable that both should be of about the same 
height. When the Cats begin to chase the Queen, 
they throw over her a black mantle long enough to 
completely hide her. At the end of the chase the 
actress playing the Queen runs just out of sight 
behind one of the wings which form the walls of the 
Witch’s cave. The actress who plays the Pedlar- 
Woman stands behind the same wing, completely 
covered by an exact duplicate of the first mantle. 
The Cats immediately bring this second covered fig- 
ure out onto the stage instead of the Queen, who 
remains in hiding. As the concealing mantles are 
exactly alike, it seems as though they were bringing 
back the same person. Therefore, when the mantle 
is thrown off and the Pedlar- Woman discovered, the 
transformation seems magical. 

The Transformation from the Pedlar-Woman to 
Queen Brangomar, Scene V, p. 7G. 

Just before this transformation is to be made, the 
actress who plays the Queen goes behind the back 
wall of the scene and stands, hidden from the audi- 
ence, in the space between the door and the window 
of the hut. (See scene diagram.) After the Pedlar- 
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Woman has chanted her transforming rhyme, and as 
she shuts the hut door, the Queen immediately 
sweeps past the window, in view of the audience, 
while the Pedlar-Woman remains concealed behind 
the scene. If this is carefully “timed” the effect of 
a magical transformation is perfect. 

Snow White's Coffin, Scene VI, pp. 83-84. 

Snow White’s coffin is made like a “show case” 
(the frame of a box), except that sheets of trans- 
parent white gelatine are substituted for glass. Even 
the gelatine may be omitted. The coffin is covered 
with a pall of flowers so thick that the audience can- 
not see whether Snow White is in it or not. Asa 
matter of fact, she is not in it when it is carried onto 
the scene by the Dwarfs. As the coffin falls from 
their shoulders, the Dwarfs, the Maids of Honor and 
the Dukes and Duchesses form a group between the 
coffin and the audience, entirely concealing it. At 
this moment Snow White creeps in under the cur- 
tain at the back of the scene, and lies down beside 
the coffin as though she had fallen out of it. She 
is discovered in this position when the concealing 
group parts. The frame of the coffin should be 
hinged so as to collapse, as if broken, when it falls. 
The Queen’s Nose, Scene VI, p. 87. 

This is merely a pasteboard nose which the actress 
conceals in her robes, and puts on, with her back 
turned to the audience, after she has drawn her veil 
over her face. It is held in place by a thin, flesh- 
colored elastic. 


PROPERTY LIST 
SCENE I 


Stage Properties. 
Large Throne, raised two steps from floor. 
Velvet Cushion on seat of throne. 
Chandelier, with unlighted candles, hanging from 
ceiling. 
Bell Cord, with large tassel, hanging right of cen- 
ter entrance. 
Circular Trap (if used) in center of stage for ap- 
pearance of Witch. (See Note p. 91.) 
“Chemical Steam” (if used) piped around edge of 
this trap. (See Note p. 91.) 

Thunder Effect (bass drum) off-stage. 

Trumpet (cornet) off-stage. 

Personal Properties. 

Seven large rubber Balls, painted various colors, 
for Maids of Honor. 

Staff for Dandiprat. 

Gold Watch, Chain, large Finger-ring, gold Pencil 
for Dandiprat. 

Proclamation (a parchment scroll decorated with 
seals), for Dandiprat. 

Crown for Queen. 

Jewels and Rings for Queen. 

Large Letter in envelope, sealed with a gold seal, 
for Prince. 

Magic Mirror for Witch. 

Extra silver-and-white Dress for Snow White, 
hung concealed behind the throne. (Note: 
Snow White has not time to assemble into a 
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complete dress the various articles of apparel 
brought her by the Maids of Honor. See 
p. 19.) The Maids drop these behind the 
throne, and Snow White dons a complete 
dress, already prepared. 


SULIT ras 


Stage Properties. 
Stuffed Bird (if used), hung from an invisible 
thread, to sweep across stage. (See Note 
Pp. QI.) 
Heaps of autumn Leaves on the ground. 
Bird Whistle, for bird-call effect, off-stage. 
Personal Properties. 
Hunting Knife, in sheath, for Berthold. 


SCENE III 
Stage Properties. 

Trap in floor (if used) for entrance of Dwarfs. 
(See Note p. 92.) 

Pump, with working handle, and spout connected 
through the scene so that water may flow 
through it. (See Note p. 92.) 

Large Barrel or Hogshead. 

Cover for same, hinged against pump, and hooked 
up. 

Water Pail to catch water inside the barrel. 

Sliding wooden Bolt on inside of door. 

Seven small rustic Beds, of graded sizes, each with 
its rough Pillow and Bed-cover made of sack- 


ing. 

Wooden Table. 

On the Table: 7 Plates, 7 Cups (of graded sizes), 
Knives, Forks and Spoons. Several pieces of 


Bread, a bowl of Porridge, 4 Cherries. 


pede Candle, stuck in the neck of a bottle, on 
table. 
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Two rustic Brooms (one for Snow White; one 
used by the Dwarfs to wash Quee). 

Large wooden Wash-bowl. 

Towel. 

Sponge. 

Cake of Soap. 

Rustic three-legged Stool. 

Personal Properties. 

Seven Lanterns (with candles) of graded sizes, 
for Dwarfs. 

Seven Pick-axes, of graded sizes, for Dwarfs. 

Six Sacks, of graded sizes, for Dwarfs. 

(The Sacks are stuffed with excelsior to seem 
full, and near the mouth of each is sewn a 
pocket. These pockets contain, severally, a 
handful of: (1) Gold Nuggets, (2) Silver 
Dust, (3) Diamonds, (4) Rubies, (5) Emer- 
alds, (6) Opals. 

Bag, made of netting, for Quee. Inside this may 
be seen a number of assorted articles, among 
them a Mousetrap, Candles, etc. 

Jack-knife for Flick. 

Thimble for Blick. 

Almanac for Snick. 

Empty Bottle for Plick. 

Toy Frog for Glick. 


SCENE IV 


Stage Properties. 

Fire, near center of scene. (See Note p. 92.) 

Stereoptican effect (if used) to throw Pedlar- 
Woman’s image on steam. (See Note p. 93-) 

Large Cauldron, supported on three legs, high 
enough to clear the fire. 

Steam Effect (if used) piped into cauldron. (See 
Note p. 92.) 
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Iron Ladle, painted to look red-hot, in cauldron. 

“Pigs’-tail” Wig for Witch, in cauldron. (See 
Note p. 92.) 

Large Chest, with cover. 

In the chest a Tray, containing: (1) a pair of 
Slippers, (2) a rag Doll, (3) an Apple, (4) 
a jeweled Comb. 

In the chest an odd-shaped Bottle containing pur- 
ple liquid and a Teaspoon. 

In the chest, black Mantle. (See Note p. 93.) 

In the chest, large Hand Mirror for Witch. 

Personal Properties. 

Broomstick for Witch. 

Basket for Witch, containing various articles to 
imitate those named in the Rhyme. (See 
p. 60.) 

Flat Basket, for. Pedlar-Woman, containing vari- 
ous articles, such as those named in the 
Rhyme. (See p. 72.) 

Duplicate black Mantle for Pedlar-Woman. (See 
Note p. 93.) 


SCENE V 


Stage Properties. 

Curtains at window. 

Flowers in pots on window-sill. 

Table Cloth on table. 

Gingham Coverlets and white Pillows on all beds. 

Nixing Bowl for Snow White. 

Drinking Cup (for water) on the shut barrel. 
Personal Properties. 

Seven Baskets, assorted sizes (supposed to contain 

lunch), for Dwarfs. 
Seven Bright bow-ties for Dwarfs. 
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SCENE VI 


Stage Properties. 
Coffin, covered with Pall of Flowers, to be brought 
on by Dwarfs. (See Note p. 94.) 
Glass-crash, off-stage, to imitate (a) the breaking 
of the Magic Mirror, (b) the falling of the 
Coffin. 
Personal Properties. 
Small gold Writing Tablet for Dandiprat. 
Sword, on belt, for Prince. 
Basket, containing three stuffed Black Cats, with 
bows about their necks, for Witch. 
False Nose for Queen. (See Note p. 94.) 
Engagement Ring for Prince. 
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THE MUSIC OF SNOW WHITE 


By Epmonp RICKETT 


PAGE 

I. -GamEvorcBacke. oi 22 eaecude. (ina. 104, 105 

II. Marips oF Honor Dance.....106, 107, 108 

II]. THE Mrrror SONG.........0. 2c eee 109 

TV EATING SONG! css oss os ER OF Eid, III 
V. Snow WHITE SLEEPS AND THE Dwarrs 

Come IN) s..2... dd. oBSoL) « Liz, 133 


VI. Tne Magic MixturE— 
114, 115, 116, 117, 118 
VIE; Final DANCErs. .aodas -ila!. ose.isits. 119 


MUSIC CUES 


“GAME OF Ba.” Song (Pages 7 and 8). 
Starts with the rise of the Curtain (page 7), 
and stops as Rosalys is tagged (page 8). 
“Maips oF Honor DANCE” (Page 15). 
Starts as Snow White says (page 15), “Are 
you ready? Now!” The music breaks off, in- 
completed, when Rosalys interrupts, saying 
(page 16), “Ssh, old Dandiprat’s coming.” 
REPEATED (Page 22). 
This music is repeated for the Dance of the 
Maids of Honor before the Prince. It begins 
as Dandiprat says (page 22), “Well, begin your 
dance at once.” The words printed with musi- 
are not sung this time. During the Second Fig- 
ure of the Dance the Prince and Snow White 
speak the lines given on page 23 through the 
music. As the music (and the dance) ends. the 
10I 
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Trumpet sounds to announce the Queen (page 
23). 

“Tue Mrrror’s Sone” (Page 31). 
The words of the Mirror Song are sung by a 
hidden Singer off-stage. The music begins as 
the Witch says (page 31), “Listen.” 

ReEreatep (Pages 62 and 63). 
This music is repeated (with different words— 
see text) whenever the Mirror answers. 

“Eatinc Sone” (Page 45). 
The music begins as Snow White goes to the 
table to eat. 

“SNow WHITE SLEEPS AND THE Dwarrs Come IN” 

(Page 46). 

The music begins as Snow White lies down on 
the bed (page 46); continues for a moment 
after she falls asleep, and then blends into the 
music to which the Dwarfs march. The knock- 
ing under the floor and the pushing up of the 
stone slab (page 46) take place during the first 
part of the Dwarfs’ music. They march into 
the room during the latter part of the piece. 
The music stops just before Blick says (page 
46), “Now, brothers, evening roll-call. 

REPEATED (Pages 50 and 70). 
The Dwarfs’ Entrance Music is repeated (page 
50) as the Dwarfs march to the table and take 
their places about it. It is repeated again (page 
70) as Blick says, “Today we go into the for- 
est for firewood. March;” and dies away as 
the Dwarfs get out of sight. 

“Tue Magic Mixture” (Pages 59 and 60). 
The music begins as the Witch says (page 59), 
“We must put all the other ingredients in be- 
fore Brangomar comes.” The Witch chants, 
rather than sings, the words; and the Cats and 
the Witch dance about the cauldron at the end 
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of each verse. One of the verses may be omit- 
ted, at the discretion of the Producer. 

“FinaL DANCE” (Page 90). 
The music starts as Snow White says (page 
89), “Tempted to join in—with me:” and goes 
on (repeated if necessary, depenliny on dura- 
tion of dance) until the Curtain taus. 
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Game of Ball 


Music by 
Bdmond Rickett. 07.25 
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Maids of Honor Dance 


Music by 
Edmond Rickett.Op.25 
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